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When You Don't See Me 


Author's Notes: 
Really happy to introduce the Sisters of Mercy to Rockfic; if you don't know what Andrew Eldritch looks like, 
here is a contemporary (94) photograph: ivilisimg.com/image/4136561/600full-andrew-eldritch,jpg 


England, February 1985 


Nikki Sixx wanted away. Away from these wet boots, dark woods and freezing weather. He wanted to curl up in 
bed, any bed, and sate the beast that burned within him. To sink into lethe and sojourn to hell with it. To hell 
with it all. He got up, stretched his muscles, and drained the last of his vodka. 


"Goin for a walk," he mumbled in the general direction of his bandmates, who had long left the campfire and 


wandered off into the woods. 


Nikki navigated his way through the foggy mists and undergrowth, the pine needles soft and quiet under his 
feet. An occasional branch snapped as he manoeuvred through the trails, and pillars of evergreens formed an 


open roof above him. He edged a path into a moonlit glade overlooking lush valleys interspersed with lakes and 


copses. To his left, a small hearth crackled betwixt a pair of ancient yews. Perfect, he yawned. He sat down by 
a hedge and let the swish and clatter of the forest course through his limbs. 


"Emeralds." 

Nikki jumped, eyes darting from tree to tree. “Who's out there?" 
"Your eyes. They're like twin emeralds shimmering in a brook" 
"Show yourself! I'm not fuckin’ kidding asshole." 


A man leaned forward, the fire casting an ethereal glow over his face. "Relax, lad. I've been sitting here all 


along. Did you think the fire lit itself?" 

Nikki squinted into the foliage before him, and sure enough, the shape of a man emerged like a shamanic vision 
from a flame. He had a chiselled jaw and cheeks, and shoulder-length dark wavy hair. He couldn't discern much 
else. 

"Shit. Why didn't you say something when | sat down?" 

"You looked preoccupied" 

"Like that answers my question. Whatever dude. Got any smokes?" 


A packet of cigarettes shot over the hearth into Nikki's lap. 


"Thanks," Nikki said, observing the spectral figure before him. "I'm Nikki," he fired up and took a long drag. "So 


do you have a name, wild man of the mountains?" 
"Andrew Eldritch." 

"Nice to meet ya," Nikki crossed his legs. 

"Would you like some brandy?" 


"Sure. Just throw a twig in the bottle and call it dinner," he chuckled. "Wait, you're not gonna throw that bottle 


at me are ya?" 
Andrew rose in one graceful sweep of his limbs, eyes glinting in the pale moonlight as he circled the grate and 
came to sit by Nikki, who shifted uncomfortably at the sudden closeness. Andrew smiled and handed over the 


bottle. "I make you nervous." 


Nikki took a mouthful of brandy. "| don't know the area. l'm not from here." 


Andrew grinned. "You don't say." 

"| mean, | think I'm lost.” 

"Don't worry. You're here with Iron Maiden, right? I'll take you back in a while." 
"You a roadie or something?" 


Andrew smiled and gazed into the glowing embers of the fire, the crimson hues casting a faint light over his 
face and shoulders. 


"So Andrew," Nikki exhaled a trail of smoke. "What are you doing out here all alone in the woods? | mean why 


did you leave the campsite?" 
"Didn't realise | had a curfew." 


Nikki threw his head back and laughed. "Dude, | didn't mean that, though | hear that Steve and Bruce are hard 
taskmasters, | don't envy your jobl But all alone, why?" 


"You're all alone," Andrew pointed out. 

Nikki nodded. 

"8000 miles from home." 

"How do you know where | live?" 

"You're in Motley Crue, right?" 

"Yeah." 

Andrew took a swig of brandy and passed the bottle back to Nikki. 
"You look really fuckin’ familiar.” 

Andrew grinned. "Maybe you saw me at a gig.’ 


Nikki shrugged and lounged back, propped up on his elbows. His head hummed lightly and happily with the 
effects of the brandy. 


Andrew lay back against the tree hedge, his eyes poring into the crackling fire. His dark silkspun locks fell over 
a large fur coat. Nikki reached out and ran his fingers through a cluster of Andrew's soft hair, half expecting 


him to recoil from the sudden advance. Andrew turned to face Nikki, and for the first time, they had a clear 
view of each other. Nikki studied Andrew. His face was exquisite, each marvellously sculpted angle a study in 
aesthetics. And then, Andrew ran his fingers down Nikki's beautiful face, his thumb and index finger lingering 
fleetingly over Nikki's lips and the curve of his jawline. 


Night swept over the forest and the scrabbling, scurrying and raucous wisps of nocturnal animals resounded in 
the plateau while the leaves shook and swayed in the icy air. Nikki and Andrew talked quietly about art and 
music and history and literature. They stayed like that for minutes, hours, until the concept of time had faded 
into the shimmering boughs of trees. Nikki shared anecdotes about his life and savoured the soft smile that 
shot across Andrew's half-parted lips as he spoke, and the way his stare followed the movement of Nikki's 
tapered fingers as they darted through the air at the whim of his pleasure. Andrew, in turn, relayed before 
an enraptured Nikki myths and legends of Britain and tales of the wild hunt and the horned god himself. 


With the brandy to keep them warm and tales of the otherworld to entice their attentions, they looked up at 
the starry night and the humbling sorcery of the woods, and for the first time in years Nikki didn’t feel like 
shooting up. 


eR 


A violent hand stirred Nikki out of contentedness. "Dude," Tommy shook him. "Wake up! What the fuck are you 


doing here man?" 


Nikki wriggled out of the canopy of fur and leaves that enveloped him. He took a laboured drag of icy air into 
his lungs and coughed. "Feel like shit. Where's Andrew?" 


Tommy frowned. "C'mon Sixx, let's get you outta here before you catch your death." 


Nikki held on to Tommy as the drummer helped him up, his frozen knees buckling in protest as a sharp pain 


flashed in his skull. Nikki moaned as Tommy eased him out of the thicket and motioned to Vince. 

"Here bro, drink this," Vince handed Nikki a flask. "Hot tea" 

Nikki peered wildly around him. "Andrew?" 

Vince and Tommy exchanged looks. "Who now? Sixx, please baby, just take a sip," Tommy supported Nikki's head 
as he brought the flask to his lips. Nikki took a sip and winced as the hot liquid burned a hole in his throat. 


"Motherfucker." 


As they walked out of the glade and on to the timbered path leading to the campsite, Vince looked back and 


frowned as he noticed the discarded fur on a bed of leaves. 


eR 


One week later, on Valentine's Day, Crue were getting ready for their soundcheck at the Hammersmith Odeon, 


It would be their first major concert in England. 
Nikki wasn't feeling it. He found it hard to feel anything at all since waking up in the woods. Tommy and Vince 


were snorting coke off the ass of a stripper and Vince offered a rolled note to Nikki, "you gotta try it using a 
British note. | swear it feels different!" 


"lIl take your word for it," he sighed and left his bandmates to their party. 

Nikki went to the downstairs bar and ordered a beer. He didn't want beer. What he wanted was a date with 
oblivion. That sticky-sweet stupor that brought him to the threshold of a dream, because besides being on 
stage with the Crue life was too painful to navigate the liminal spaces from one reality to the next. So he 
plastered himself with drugs and futile relationships. It was all so fucking futile. The only exception to that was 


Tommy, but their relationship was growing into one hell of a headache. 


As if on cue, "Sixx!" Tommy sat on the barstool next to Nikki and popped a maraschino cherry in his mouth. He 
was high as a kite. 


"Yo." 
"So what, you don't wanna party?" 
"Smack is what | want." 


Tommy sighed. "Baby what's up? Still thinking of your adventure in the woods? Ya know its pretty cool what 
happened to you. My cousin got lost in Yosemite back in ‘82 and said he saw a Bigfoot, is that wild or what!" 


"This ain't about hallucinating in the woods," Nikki growled. "I know what | saw and | know what happened to me. 
Give me a break okay?" 


"Even though we spoke to the Maiden guys and no one heard of a roadie named Andrew? What do you think 
this is, a conspiracy to fuck you up? Get reall" 


"| KNOW WHAT | SAW!" 


"Dude, you were strung out. Just like you are now. Like you are all the fuckin’ time and it's getting fuckin’ 


tired!" 
"Fuck you." 
"Yeah," Tommy hopped off the stool and seized Nikki's chin "I'll gladly fuck some hard sense into you. What the 


fuck's your problem anyway? All you ever do is push me away. We're on the cusp of getting everything we 
ever dreamed of, and then some; why are you hellbent on fucking everything up huh? What's wrong with you 


Nikki?" 


Los Angeles 
April 199 


The bar was a chic and relaxed establishment with an eclectic mix of aluminium, chandeliers, comfy couches 
and stylish ghost chairs. The large sliding doors opened to panoramic views of the ocean and the place had a 
cool and idiosyncratic ambience. Especially during the day, when its celebrity patrons were in their beds, far 


from the paparazzi and one Nikki fucking Sixx, who ate idiosyncratic for breakfast. 


And on that particular morning, he wanted nothing more than to drink his cappuccino in peace and to finish off 
the design for his new tattoo. He drew in sinuous, whiplash curves, his mind focused on a design he saw in one 
of his books on the ancient Gauls and their legends. This particular one suited Nikki perfectly, Taranis flanked 


by his solar wheel emblem. Ensconced in storms and primordial darkness, looking to the sun 


Nikki winced imperceptibly. "Not fuckin’ Cherry Pie, again!" he frowned and raked a hand through his choppy, 
shoulder-length locks. 


Nikki rolled his eyes and threw his drawing pad on the table, resigning himself to the interruption His muse 


refused to cooperate with Warrant in the background. 


Nikki looked around at the floor-sized mirrors and imposing marble columns. His gaze lingered momentarily on a 
vase of fresh sunflowers, and carried over to the bar where he observed the barman making a papaya shake. 
Taking a sip of coffee, his eyes followed the barman as he dispensed ice and retrieved a bottle of vodka The 
shake was looking better by the minute. Nikki then looked straight ahead at the large mirror and, when he 


caught his own reflection, he smiled. 

"Fuck, is my hair really that long?" he murmured and brushed a hand through his locks. Then he laughed when 
he realised that he wasn't looking at his reflection after all, just some other long-haired guy wearing dark 
shades. Dark shades, and wavy dark hair. Shoulder-length wavy dark hair. Nikki looked at the guy and felt a cold 
chill in his chest. 

It can't be. 

But those cheeks, the jaw.. 

Fuck you, Mikki You exorcised that demon years ago. 


Fuck 


Nikki closed his eyes and rubbed his temples. Opening them again, he willed himself to see an empty seat. A 
vacant table. Even Jani fucking Lane. Anything but this. 


To Nikki's horror, not only was the guy still there, but he was looking straight at him. fine, Nikki clenched both 
his fists. He would not be undone by a fucking ghost. He stood up and walked straight to the table where the 
other guy was sitting. 


There was silence for a moment, and as Nikki's steely gaze held Andrew's own with a steady bearing, only the 


noise of his blood pumping in his veins could be heard. 


Key Lime Pie With Drizzled Caramel 


"Yous 
"Nikki?" 
"This is fucked up." 
"Why?" 


Nikki looked down at his hands, which he clenched and unclenched nervously. After a moment he looked up at 


Andrew again, still unsure what to say. 
"You don't seem happy to see me." 
Nikki sucked in his cheek. "Want some company?" 


"By all means," Andrew motioned to a seat. "Quite a change of scene from the last time we saw each other 
isn't it?" 


"l'm expecting a haven of trees to sprout out of the void." 
"Interesting choice of words." 
"What are you doing in LA?" 


"We're on tour. Got a meeting with Elektra this afternoon, I'm running through some notes, contracts. The 


usual shit." 
"Tour huh? Ain't that something." 
"Is it?" 


‘Last | heard, Maiden were recording in Ireland. But wait, you're not actually a roadie for Iron Maiden are you?" 


Nikki chuckled humourlessly. 
Andrew begun white-knuckling the edge of the table. 
"So are you a guitar tech for Metallica now? Fuckin’ cook for Megadeth?" 


"| never said | was a roadie." 


"Because if you really wanted to hit the big time, Vince is leaving the band. You could use your skill with words 
to snake your way into Motley Crue." 


Andrew tapped his fingers. "Are you done?" 
Nikki fired up a cigarette. 
"l'Il take that as a yes," Andrew removed his sunglasses. "Lose the shades." 


"Fuck off Andrew." 


"Come on Nikki, | know we're in America but I'm from the old world and in Europe we do each other the 


courtesy of removing our shades when conversing indoors." 

"You gonna ask me to doff my hat at you next?" 

"You're not wearing one." 

Nikki laughed and took his shades off. 

"Thank you," Andrew smiled. "Now | can look you in the eye when | tell you that you're a bloody fucking idiot. | 
never said l'm a roadie. You assumed | was, and in all fairness, | didn't correct you. | have my moods and 


strange turns. That doesn't make me a liar. | didn't feel like talking shop that night," his lips curled into a small 


smile, as if enjoying a private joke. "Thats why | was out there on my own" 
"Huh." 
"Was that grunt American for yes?" 


Nikki fiddled with a lighter. "Okay," he sighed. "Let's pretend, for argument's sake, that I'm cool with that. That | 


forgive you for misrepresenting yourself” 

Andrew scoffed at that: 

"| wasn't done." 

He waved his hand in resignation. 

"What | don't understand is why you left me in the woods. You fucking disappeared into thin air. | didn't see you 
in the morning, at the hotel, or at the festival," Nikki licked his bottom lip. "I guess | expected..what the fuck 


are you grinning about?" 


"IIl tell you later. You were expecting what? A letter? A box of chocolates?" 


"Fuck you asshole this ain't funny! | was hurt. Worse than that, when no one knew who ‘Andrew the roadie’ was 


| convinced myself that it was a dream. That | hallucinated that night in the woods. That | hallucinated you." 
"You're right, that isn't funny." 

Nikki shrugged. 

| went for a piss.” 

"What?" Nikki scrunched his nose. 

"Piss, Nikki. The yellow stuff your body expels through the process of urin-" 

"| know what fuckin’ piss is!" 

"After that, | went to my car to get supplies. | was going to cook you breakfast. When | returned, you were 


gone and the place was deserted with nowt but my fur and an empty bottle of brandy," there was no 


mistaking the air of melancholy in his voice. 
"Shit." 


"That's one way of putting it," Andrew smiled, and admired the numinous glimmer of the sun as it was caught 


and consumed by the scintillating depths of Nikki's eyes. 


"So," Nikki returned Andrew's smile, and felt his breath catch in his throat. "How long are you in town? Wait, 
are you in a band or not? l'm confused" 


"You know the song that was on the radio just now?" 
"Warrant?" 

"No, after that. The song that just finished, before Springsteen 
Nikki narrowed his eyes. "That was your band?" 

Andrew nodded. 

"You're in the fucking Sisters of Mercy?" 

"Don't blaspheme now," he waved his finger. 


Nikki laughed. "Mother of fuck you're in the Sisters of Mercy!" 


"It isn't that funny mate." 


"Are you fucking kidding me? It's so funny I'm gonna piss myself! You know, the yellow stuff that comes out of 
your kidneys," Nikki laughed. 


"Dunno how your body works but mine comes out of my bladder." 


Nikki chuckled. "All these years I'm fuckin’ thinking you were some drug-fuelled fantasy | dredged up from the 
darkest clefts of the abyss and you turn out to be alive and well and in a fucking goth band!" 


Andrew winced. "Chrissakes, spare me the goth bullshit" 


"Dude, this is too good. Wait till | tell Tommy. He thought | was crazy. So you're on tour in the States huh? 
What do you do in the band?" 


"Everything," he shrugged. "Primarily sing." 


"Ya know," Nikki smiled brightly. "You're not bad. | liked that song. It was badass and had a great hook. What's it 


called?" 
"When You Dont See Me, from the new album." 


"Your papaya margarita sir," a waitress handed Andrew what Nikki mistook for fruit shake earlier. "Double shot 


of stoli. Sorry about the delay." 
"Whoa," Nikki smacked his lips. "Can | have one of those?" 

"Coming up," the waitress gawked at Andrew and left 

"Margarita for breakfast huh?" 

"| take it you approve" 

"Yeah," Nikki chuckled. "What are you doing tonight?" 

"Gig at the Hollywood Ball. Say," Andrew paused 

"Hell yeah! Try to keep me away. Ever been to Malibu?" 

"No, what am | missing besides beach houses and Chinese lanterns?" 


Nikki chuckled. "My beach house. My Chinese lanterns." 


"Is that an invitation?" 
"Yes." 


Nikki felt himself caught in Andrew's gaze, tumbling into the murky depths that seemed at once to be pools of 
distant worlds. 


"Jesus." 

"What?" 

“Just.this. You. Me. Everything. Are you feeling it too or am | totally deluded?" 

Andrew leaned closer to Nikki and touched his cheek. When he didn't flinch, Andrew traced his fingers down 
Nikki's neck and pulled Nikki towards him gently by his nape. Then, they moved the fraction of an inch required 
for their lips to meet in a soft kiss. 

EK 

"Where are the Chinese lanterns Nikki?" 

Andrew's eyes flashed mirthfully as he and Nikki ambled across the terrace and down into the gardens at the 
back of Nikki's house. They stopped by a pond and a faint mist blanketed the cool night air as the moon peeked 
over the ocean. The soft rustling of leaves was barely audible as a gentle wind carried through the perfumed 
foliage, and everything was serene save for the slightly jarring fireworks in the distance. 

"They're not lit, Mercy." 

"Stop calling me that." 

"But | like it," Nikki smirked. "Hey, you were shit hot tonight" 

Andrew grinned and took a swig from the bottle of Jack he was kneading. 

‘| mean your bass player sucked but | guess you can't have it all” 

Andrew smiled and took another mouthful of Jack. 


"And to think I've known about your band since '88" 


"But you never made the connection eh?" 


Nikki shook his head. "Come here," he pulled an arm around Andrew's shoulders, caressing his nape lightly. 


"Promise you're not gonna disappear again" 


Andrew pulled Nikki closer. With the tips of his fingers, Andrew stroked his taut muscles and the consistent 
form of the spine. Nikki shuddered in Andrew's arms as shimmers of desire soared through his flesh, the 
maddering impulse that drove him towards the enigmatic stranger finally finding its expression. They kissed 
softly. The tender flesh of Andrew's lips filled Nikki with a brandy-like warmth that stifled the ocean breeze 
surging through their shirts. 


"Promise." 


Nikki enveloped his arm around Andrew's waist and pulled him closer, nuzzling his neck and taking in his scent. 


‘Mmm, you smell like key lime pie with drizzled melted caramel." 
"| smell like dessert?" 


"Yeah," he kissed the base of Andrew's neck. He then coiled his fingers around Andrew's hair and held his head 
up, planting light kisses over Andrew's collarbone and sucking in the flesh. Andrew moaned, and Nikki felt his 


own dick jerk in response. 
| want you in my bed" 


"I second that motion," his voice was low and deep, and when Nikki looked at his face, Andrew's eyes were 


hooded with lust. 


Ina matter of seconds they were toppled on Nikki's bed in a sea of clothes and records and tangled guitar 
strings. Andrew climbed on top of Nikki and pinned him down hard. Their kiss began as an exploration of 
tongues. Nikki groaned as he tightened his grip around Andrew's hips and felt his dick urge painfully onto his 
own. Andrew pulled away slightly, breathlessly, his fingers wispily brushing down Nikki's stomach and resting at 
the aching bulge in his leather pants. Andrew's rasping touch bowed harder, eliciting a throaty moan from 
Nikki's lips. Then Nikki pulled Andrew underneath him and situated his right thigh between Andrew's legs, 
pressing delicately against his arousal. The rough leather created a delectably sinister friction against Andrew's 
rapidly heating body and he moaned as Nikki launched another searing attack on his mouth and neck. 


Nikki ripped open Andrew's trousers, pushing them down to free his dick. It was so hard that it bounced 
against his stomach as he fell back against the bed. 


"You done this before Nikki?" he asked breathlessly. 
Nikki tore his own shirt off and wiggled out of the leather pants. "Be precise." 


"Think you know what | mean," Andrew unbuttoned his shirt and lay back, his black tresses spilling over the 


white pillow. 


Nikki sighed and resumed his position on top of Andrew, the sensation of his warm naked flesh upon his own 
tore a moan from his throat. "Fuck that feels good" 


"Uh huh," Andrew cupped Nikki's face and brushed a thumb over his lips. "But you still haven't answered my 


question" 


"Come on Andrew," Nikki brushed his fingers over Andrew's chiselled face. "Let's fuck We can talk about 
serious shit later." 


"Not going to argue with that," he chuckled and coiled an insistent arm around Nikki's neck while the other hand 
grasped his cock and began to stroke it. 


Nikki groaned, his back arching in need. "| wanna taste you." 
"Not going to argue with that either." 
"Oh are you not sir?" Nikki lilted in a mock British accent and they both laughed. 


Nikki planted featherlight kisses down Andrew's chest and paused to savour the tender flesh over his stomach. 


Then he touched the hard length of Andrew's arousal and stroked it slowly. 
"What will you do if | suck that dick?" 
"Do it right and I'll fuck you with it later." 


Nikki laughed and proceeded to flick his tongue over the tip, once, twice, before taking Andrew's length into his 
mouth. The singer squirmed and moaned, especially when Nikki's tongue brushed over the spot below the head. 


"You know what?" he removed his mouth for a moment. 
"Mm?" 
"| haven't laughed this much in months." 


Andrew smiled and brushed a lock of hair from Nikki's iridescent eyes. 


Momma Mammie's Somethin’ On The Side 


Tommy yawned as he stretched his toned limbs over the leather couch. He lit a cigarette and flipped through 
a magazine, pausing at an interview with Axl Rose mouthing off Izzy Stradlin. He felt an uneasy twinge in his 
gut when Axl's scathing words brought home his own troubles with Vince. He drained the last of his beer and 
got up to retrieve another from the cooler. The studio complex was grandly kitted out with a state of the art 


control room, live room, amp room, kitchen and sprawling lounge. 


Tommy swaggered over to the control room all lips, limbs and angles, cigarette hanging out of the corner of 
his mouth. 


He didn't expect to find Nikki poring over the new ADAT console. 
| wouldn't fuck with that if | were you." 


Nikki was used to Tommy's panther-like advances and didn't even flinch. "I know what l'm doing," he lilted. "What 


are you doing here?" 


"Getting some peace," he placed one forearm on the wall next to Nikki's head and exhaled a trail of smoke. 
"Thought we had plans last night. Where were you?" 


| went to a concert 

"And today?" 

| went for a swim." 

"All fucking day?" 

‘| jammed for a while." 

"You weren't at home." 

"Never said | was," came the stoic reply. 

Tommy pursed his lips tightly. "Right. Turn off the lights when you're done Sixx." 
Nikki sighed. "What's your problem?" 

But Tommy had already left the control room. 


Nikki flicked off the panel and followed Tommy into the adjacent lounge. The drummer had resumed his position 


on the couch and cracked open a beer. 

"I said what's your problem?" 

Tommy took a swig of beer, his chin raised in defiance. "Fuck you." 

"I'm tired, T-Bone. What's up?" 

Tommy glared at Nikki and pulled himself off the sofa, stealing towards his bandmate who already winced 
inwardly. Nikki was no stranger to Tommy's shifting moods and tantrums, but they were getting harder to 
mitigate and more fierce by the day. 

“Tommy,” he whispered, back peeled against the wall. "What did | do?" 

"You were with fantasy forest guy again weren't you?" 

"I told you what happened, how | ran into him and-" 

"We had plans, Sixx! Shit to work through. Vince, the album, the future." 

‘lm sorry okay? After the show | just lost track of time." 

"Why are you lying to me?" Tommy asked behind clenched teeth. 

"Back off bitch!" he pointed a finger at Tommy. "You don't fuckin’ own me." 

The strike fell over Nikki's face in a blinding white flash of pain. He staggered and steadied himself, leaning 
against the wall. "Who's the bitch huh?" Tommy's hands tightened around Nikki's neck. "WHO'S THE BITCH NIKKI?" 
he smashed Nikki's head hard against the edge of the door frame. Nikki collapsed to the floor, holding the back 
of his skull, before the lights went out and ensconced him in darkness. 

When he came to, he was in Tommy's bed. His favourite bed. 

Nikki cast half-open eyes at the silvery light sloping in through the drapes and noted Tommy's slumbering 
form under the soft quilt, his back mounting steadily with each breath. Nikki's head throbbed painfully and he 
let out a soft groan. But he was alive. They were together. All was well with the world. For now. 
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"Are you sure Nikki?" 


"Yeah." 


Andrew sighed. "| don't understand." 
"Life is confusing.” 
"Don't throw platitudes at me," he spat. "You're not very good at it." 


Nikki's eyes closed in defeat. He swallowed the tears that threatened to destroy his composure and clasped the 
receiver tightly. "I gotta go." 


"So that's it? Farewell for another five years?" 


He heaved his left shoulder and let it fall, as if he didn't even care about not caring. But Andrew couldn't see 
that. 


"Nikki? Talk to me," Andrew pleaded. "Give me one good reason why | shouldn't drive out to Malibu right now 


and knock some sense into you." 
It was too soon for that particular metaphor, and any resolve Nikki had about parting good-humouredly died in 
his throat. He didn't want to end their relationship. Two days and one night was all he needed to establish that. 


But he was devoted to Tommy, and their problems were teetering dangerously close to the brink of no return 
"Mercy, l'm full of shit" 

Andrew smiled, in spite of himself. "Can | see you?" 

"No," he croaked. "But the thought of losing you again is too much to bear." 

"So where does that leave us?" 

"When are you back in California?" 

"The lbth. We're sold out in Pasadena and San Francisco." 


"Okay," Nikki put the receiver in his other hand, and as he peered out of the window into the darkened furrows 
of the courtyard his resolve strengthened. 


‘| can hear the wheels turning." 


"Yeah, | feel better about stuff. Its strange; remember telling me about Dostoevsky's Myshkin, how he 


returned home after spending several years at a sanatorium?" 


"The Idiot." 


"Yeah." 

"You've been reading it?" 

| have, and you're right, l'm loving it," he mused. "I'm loving how the dude comes into his own and realises that 
the key to his salvation lies within himself. It's refreshing to read a classical lead who doesn't rely on a priest 
or a doctor to fix shit." 


‘I's empowering isn't it?" 


"Fucking inspiring is what it is," Nikki paused. "Andrew, remember the other night, when you asked me if I'd 
done that kind of thing before?" 


Andrew lay back on the hotel bed and smoothed his free palm over the soft eiderdown. "Are we having the 


‘serious shit’ conversation now?" 
"| think we need to." 
"Can't we just fuck?" 


‘I'd love nothing more than to devour you right now," he chuckled. "But | need to level with you. Do you want 
the soft drawn-out version or shall | just hit you with it?" 


"The latter." 


Fine. Tommy and | have been in an open relationship since ‘85. We have always given each other the space and 


freedom to pursue other relationships, and as you know we're both married. Hell, | got a son" 


Andrew sat up and lit a cigarette. "Okay," he took a drag and crossed his legs. "Not altogether surprising. How 
serious is it, beyond the longevity that is?" 


"| love him" 

"The kind of love that excludes the future investment of your affections?" 

Nikki's eyes narrowed at that. "Dude. Speak American." 

"Okay dude," Andrew flashed a Cheshire Cat grin, and while Nikki wasn't privy to it on the other end of the line, 
he chucked nonetheless. "So are you open to some hot lovin’ action thats as sweet as Momma Mammie's 
peach cobbler or have you like, had your fill, and can't take another crumb but could sure do with somethin’ 


on the side?" 


Nikki threw his head back and laughed. "Wait so Tommy is Momma Mammie in your little production of Gone 


With The Wind?" 

Andrew held his stomach, his shoulders shaking in mirth. 

"And what's with the cobbler man, is that like a metaphor for true love?" 

"Yog" 

"And somethin on the side is what we'd be having if | had my fill of cobbler?" 

Both were in spasms of laughter. 

"Dude, we should make you an honorary citizen..of TEXAS!" 

"Think I'll stay in Germany, thank you." 

Nikki sighed. "I have room for your cobbler.” 

Andrew smiled at that. 

eR 

Nikki picked at the bushes as they walked, seeking to distance himself from the pained expression in Tommy's 
eyes. He was unsure how much he wanted to tell him. They edged a path lined with ivy and lemonous petals, 
and Nikki kicked a knoll of shrubbery into the dense thicket of an imposing tree. "Can we sit down?" 

"Syre" 

Tommy slid down its trunk, quietly suppressing a sigh. Nikki followed suit, wordlessly sinking into the sweet- 
smelling foliage by him, his back against the weathered hedge of the tree. Nikki glanced up at Tommy, the 
length of his neck, the elegance of his shoulders, and his furrowed, troubled brow. 

"I think you know that we can't go on like this.” 

Tommy nodded. 

"You need to go back to therapy Tommy," he said gently. "And this time, stick with it" 

"Kay," he croaked, wiping a tear. 


"Tell me something, do you smack Heather around like that?" 


"No. 


"So I'm the only lucky recipient of your wrath." 

"And Vince, when he pisses me off" 

"Vince," Nikki sneered. "He's as much a pain in the ass as you are." 
"You're not always a ray of sunshine yourself Sixx." 


"Don't | know it," Nikki stuck out his crotch and pulled a packet of cigarettes from his pocket. "Three of us are 
fuckin’ reprobates and | have no idea how Mick puts up with it" 


Tommy smiled sadly. 

Nikki looked into Tommy's large chestnut eyes, and set the loose fold of his collar aside with light fingers. 
Tommy heaved a deep sigh and sat up, tucked a wisp of hair behind his ear, and wrapped his arms around his 
knees. Nikki touched the folds of Tommy's jeans, trailed a finger around the crinkle, and tugged slightly. "You 
know | love you." 

"| do." 

"But | don't wanna die for you." 

"You'd fuckin’ take me with you baby." 

As their lips met, Nikki savoured the sweet hint of figs on Tommy's tongue as it smoothly swept across his 
own. A shudder passed through him and he suppressed a catch in his throat as he felt the cotton hem of his 
shirt lifted high above his head and off his arms. Tommy kissed his neck, the curve of his collarbone, the thin 
lines of his ribcage. Nikki sighed as he set his lips against the dark waves of Tommy's hair. 


Then he laughed. "Man, | sure have a type don't |?" 


Tommy wrapped his arm around Nikki's neck and twisted his fingers through his soft hair. Their kiss deepened 


but remained slow, poised and sensual 
"Guess we should talk about the Bigfoot of Britain now huh? 

"He has a name T-Bone," Nikki brushed his fingers over Tommy's chiselled face. Yes, he definitely had a type. 
"Okay, so explain the attraction," Tommy sat up and lit a cigarette. 


Nikki looked up at the sky. "He's just different.” 


"As in British different or weird different?" 


"Neither," Nikki took the cigarette from Tommy's hand and took a drag before returning it to him. "Both. But 


most of all, he just looks at me differently. Like lm smart" 

Tommy narrowed his eyes. "Whaddya mean? You are smart" 

"Remember that book by Balzac you found in my kitchen last year?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You gave me so much shit about it. As if it's so fuckin’ funny that | read books.” 
Tommy laughed. "Baby don't be offended. You're not the greatest intellectual” 


"I know I'm not," Nikki muttered. "But Andrew is, and when he saw the book in my library he found it perfectly 


normal. He didn't seem surprised, or find it funny.” 

Tommy pondered that: 

"Dude speaks five languages. You should hear him speak German, its crazy." 
‘Isn't he British?" 


"Yeah, but he moved to Hamburg in ‘81. He's just," Niki paused. "Fuck, | don't know. Compelling. Dark, but in a 
totally harmless way. Not like us soulless fuckers.” 


Tommy laughed indignantly. "So what is he doing in the Sisters of Mercy?" 
"He founded the Sisters of Mercy after college. He went to fucking Oxford." 
"That's like British Ivy League right?" 

"That's like uber-league." 

Tommy sprawled on the grass beside Nikki. "Baby?" 

"Hann?" 

"For the record, | always thought you were smart" 


Nikki chuckled. "Dude | made my own bed the day | bought lipstick." 


Tommy turned to face Nikki. "Can't argue with that pretty boy," he stroked Nikki's face tenderly. "By the way,” 
he kissed the tip of Nikki's nose. "I love you too." 


"Wanna suck my dick?" 

"You're incorrigible Sixx." 

Nikki's eyes glittered in the dusk. "Tommy?" 
Mm?" 

"Will you meet him?" 

"Syre" 


Nikki smiled contentedly. 


A Klimtesque Whirl OF Smoke 


Germany, June I9 

A half-eaten slice of toast lingered in the periphery of his sight as he contemplated the task at hand. He got 
up and shuffled around the room moving an object here, a newspaper there. Chekhov slinked out of a nook 
behind the sofa and curled his tale around the leg of a bureau, yellow orbs following Andrew as he paced 


around absentmindedly. His stiff posture betrayed the unmistakable air of tension, and Chekhov mewed 
enquiringly. 


Andrew looked down at the cat. "Have you seen my violin?" 

Chekhov's ears pricked forward and he darted out of the room. Andrew rolled his eyes and continued to sort 
through the mound of papers on the writing desk. A moment later, Chekhov's head peeked around the door 
frame. 

"Give me a minute, Chekhov." 


Chekhov trotted into the room and looked up at Andrew, his tail curling into a hook. 


"| said one minute! Unless you'd like that piece of toast?" he gestured to the plate on the coffee table. The cat 
hissed. 


Andrew dropped the papers and waved his hands in irritation. "Everybody told me to get a dog. A retriever or 
a malamute. Something | can run with," he scooped Chekhov up. "A loyal dog who would fetch my bong and do 

my bidding in the parks. But no, | had to get a cat," he stroked the little head lovingly. "A black beast who eats 
me out of house and home and spends his days mooching around the place like a Roman emperor." 


Chekhov purred contentedly. 


"Should have called you Caligula," he kissed the heart-shaped face and let Chekhov down. "Okay little love, I'l 


fetch your dinner." 


He stopped dead at the entrance to the kitchen The battered violin case was propped up against the wall, 
partially obscured by his Stratocaster. 


"Well done Chekhov! While we're at it, where the devil is my passport?" 
Chekhov's eyelids drooped as if saying, Dude, don’t push your luck, and he leaped down the hall and out of sight. 


The phone rang. 


"Eldritch." 

‘Hey’ 

"Hello! Have you landed?" 

"No I'm calling you from the sky, me and God are having a bud" 
Andrew grinned. "What's the weather like back home?" 

"Wet, man Its London. I'm freezing my nuts off already." 

"| have several ideas how to warm them up for you." 

"Don't," he groaned. "I've been hard as a hammer since taking off" 
"Come here and I'll get you off" 

Nikki moaned plaintively. 

"What about Tommy, l'm sure he'd be willing to lend a hand" 
"Still in LA. - he's flying in tomorrow." 

"Oh?" 


"Yeah," Nikki sighed. "Besides, | want you fucker. It's been four weeks since I've had you and l'm climbing the 


walls." 
"You haven't fucked in four weeks?" 


Nikki snorted. "Are you crazy? Brandi's been taking the edge off and Tommy.. Like | said, he's been working 
through shit." 


Andrew fiddled with the wick of a candle. "And how is his therapy going?" 


"| don't know. He's been avoiding me. Which is probably for the best. Dude | don't need to know everything. We 


share the band, our hearts and our bodies. Maybe some things are better left separate, you know." 
"| spose thats reasonable." 


"| don't necessarily wanna hear about his demons, it's hard enough being on the receiving end of his torment. 
That's what therapists are for." 


Andrew flicked the kettle on "And avenging angels." 

"Huh?" 

"Nothing," Andrew bit his lip. "Listen, | want you to soak that divine body of yours in a fragrant, oily bath and 
then slake your nimble fingers around your cock and imagine me pounding you deep and hard against a thudding 
Marshall stack" 

Nikki almost tripped over his luggage. "Fuck." 

"That's the idea, yes." 

"Andrew." 

"See you on Friday," he lilted before hanging up. 


Chekhov's tail curled around Andrew's ankle. 


"Time to meet your needs now is it? That's all | ever do. Service everybody," he went to the cupboard to get a 


tin of cat food. "| should get a fucking medal." 


eR 


He pulled his hair out of the way and buttoned up a crisp linen shirt, before settling on his favourite armchair. 
Then he fired up a cigarette and caressed the shapely, wispy vapors. The Germans called it weltschmerz. 
Andrew called it smoking. It was something to do, something to ease the gormless pest that gnawed at his ribs, 
daily, nightly, like a horned god seeking to relieve him of his senses. Tick fock, tick tock He gazed at the clock 


through a Klimtesque whirl of smoke. Any minute now there would be a knock 
He stubbed out his cigarette, whistling the melody to "The Unforgiven’ in a somewhat merrier tone than 
Metallica had ever intended. Then he heard it--the unmistakable sound of a car parking in his driveway, and a 


moment later, boots clicking over the hard patio to his door. Showtime. 


"New blood joins this earth, and quickly he's subdued" Andrew moseyed to his front door, crooning in a way that 
would have James Hetfield shoot him with his hunting rifle. 


He opened the door. "Hello Tommy.” 
The drummer returned the greeting with a curt nod 


eR 


The house was surrounded by gnarled, overgrown trees, mosses of all kinds and moist lichen growing at the 
bases. At first, the old panels of deep dark wood with stacks of books and glass-stained windows reminded 
Tommy of a church or an old library. The air was damp and cool. Old leathery smells that were musty at first 
but altogether enticing. He imagined a cauldron bubbling somewhere deep within the house and a chimney 
spewing forth smoke. 

Then Chekhov stalked into the lounge and made the picture complete. 

"Would you care for some tea?" 

Tommy looked him straight in the eye. "Do you have anything stronger?" 

"| daresay. Please, sit down." 

Andrew opened the liquor cabinet. "What's your pleasure?" 

"Whatever you're having.” 

"Good answer." 

The air of splendour and mystery in Andrew's home suspended Tommy in awe. He looked around and took in the 
collection of strange musical instruments, some ancient and in varying states of disrepair. Saxon swords and 
shields hung over the fireplace in a quiet dignity that reminded Tommy of their owner. The shelves brimmed 
with curios, and one of them in particular caught Tommy's eye, a leatherbound edition of ‘An Intellectual 
History of Cannibalism’. 

"What the hell is this?" 

Andrew handed Tommy a tumbler of whiskey. "A book. Cheers," he raised his glass. 

Tommy downed it in one shot. Andrew gave him the bottle. 


"Don't you find that there is something familiar about cannibalism?" 


Tommy took a swig from the bottle, and finally sat down. "Yeah, | guess. Like when you call a loved one sweet 


or delicious?" 
"Exactly. Luscious, sumptuous." 
"Okay, Oxford. | get that you're intelligent.” 


"Delectable. Like Nikki." 


Tommy clenched his fists. 

"Consider it," Andrew put on a record. "Cold steel and warm blood strikes a chord that sings to our 
unsophisticated selves. It is an urge that has become domesticated over time with Christian dogma and 
tiresome ethics. Don't you think?" 

“Bloodlust. | get it. Wanna taste mine?" 

Andrew laughed. "Already? Come on, Tommy. | know you're dying to rearrange my face. Or fuck me," he lit a 
cigarette. "Possibly both, at the same time. And I'm not denying that there's an attraction When we met last 
month | knew that the tides had changed." 

Tommy white-knuckled the arm rests. 

"Listen up Eldritch," he gritted his teeth. "| don't know what crazy fucking fantasy you have in that twisted 
head of yours about Nikki, or me and Nikki, or me and you and Nikki. Whatever it is, it ain't gonna happen. But 
you're right about one thing, the tides HAVE changed. That's why | flew 8000 miles to speak to you in person 
before joining Nikki in London. As much as it kills me to admit, he's falling for you. That means that you and | 
will have to learn to play nicely. But make no mistake, | call your bullshit” 

"You have the wrong idea about me." 

"Oh | think not fucker,” he shuffled a little awkwardly and cleared his throat. 

"Why didn't you want Nikki to know about this meeting?" 

"Are you kidding?" Tommy snorted. "He'd never allow it and I'm done arguing.’ 

"So you went behind his back" 

"What he doesn't know won't hurt him." 

"And I'm the twisted manipulator?" 


"| want to protect him!" 


"So you smash his head into a wall? And what was the damage before that Tommy, remind me, a broken 


cheek? What are you planning on next a ruptured spleen?" 
Tommy bristled at this but held his tongue. Some things were too painful and private. 


“Tommy,” Andrew sighed. "I know you're in therapy and | wish you all the best with it. | also know that you 
begrudge my relationship with Nikki and might even be jealous. But there's something more going on, isn't 


there? You didn't fly out to Germany to have a go at me and stalk off into the night. | think you're curious 
and want to get to know me better without having to play the usual badass cowboy caricature you have 
adopted." 

Tommy laughed explosively. "Dude you really have a fuckin’ high opinion of yourself!" 

"A fair point. But I'm right aren't |?" 


Chekhov leapt on top of Tommy's lap and rubbed his head against his paw. Tommy grinned and stroked the 
little head. Andrew was mildly disconcerted. 


"What's his name?" 

"Chekhov" 

"No shit," he sniggered. "Didn't know you were a trekkie" 

"Chekhov, as in the Russian playwright” 

Tommy rolled his eyes. "OF course. Bet there's a Tolstoy lurking around too. 
"He's in the yard’ 

"What?" 

"Tolstoy" 

"You have a cat named Tolstoy?" 

‘He's a goat" 


"Right," Tommy's head was spinning. Chekhov purred contentedly in his lap and he was grateful for the 


distraction. 

Andrew regarded him with cold hard eyes. "So Tommy, hungry?" 
"| could eat" 

"Good. | can dazzle you with my toast making skills." 

Tommy followed him into the dark kitchen. 


And then Andrew's forearm clasped around tommy’s gullet. 


With a gasp, tommy sank his fingers into Andrew's flesh but it was no good, and he felt himself hauled 
backwards by a wild strength. "Listen to me carefully, drummer boy," Andrew snarled. "If you ever hurt Nikki 
again | will disembowel you. We're a little backwards in this part of the world; we don't have great guns and 
bombs and shit like that. We like to do things the old fashioned way using glass, spears, daggers and lancers," 
Andrew's arm tightened around Tommy's throat and he gasped for air, but his thrashing only made things 
worse. "Not very refined but effective. It gets the job done. Eventually. If | hear that you have so much as 
flicked his fucking ear | will tear you to shreds and feed you to Tolstoy. Do we have an understanding cowboy?" 


With an almighty growl, Tommy shoved backwards against Andrew and drove his elbow savagely into his 
midriff. Andrew gave a startled cry and slackened his iron grip on Tommy's neck. Then, Tommy's hands flew to 
Andrew's throat but he whirled around, just in time, and punched him hard in the face. Maddened by pain and 
indignation, Tommy grabbed a handful of Andrew's hair and cracked his face off the wall. 

Both fell breathlessly to the floor. They pressed their backs firmly against the wall and exchanged battered 
looks that conveyed their unspoken understanding to finish this some other time. But the thing that riled them 
even more than the blood and exasperating inability to best each other, were the huge bulges in their briefs. 
They didn't even try to hide it. Seemed pointless. 

Tommy raised his hand and traced the muscles along Andrew's jaw. He noticed the tick on the side of his face 
clench and unclench, but that didn't deter him. He moved his hands higher up, smoothing the tightness around 
Andrew's eyes and along his brow. 

Andrew sucked in his lower lip. But Tommy's soothing fingers were not unwelcome. 

"We're playing with fire." 

Andrew groaned in response. 


"Sorry about that gash on your forehead Oxford." 


"Gave as good as | got drummer boy." 


A Devil In A Black Dress Watches Over 


Tommy sighed as a pleasant tremor rippled through his aching muscles. After the transatlantic flight and 
brutal boxing match with Andrew, he delighted in the quiet solitude of the Rhine. Soon he would have to face 
his opponent again. But not now, not yet. A distant splash resounded in the creek Tommy twisted around, his 
eyes quickly scanning over the horizon and the thin, wooden dock that lay perched on the water several 
hundred yards away. There he spotted Andrew, light against the misty currents of the river, swimming rapidly 
toward him. Tommy cursed and hoistered himself over the ledge. 

"Good morning," Andrew raked a hand through his hair, shaking out drops of water. 


"How did you know | was out here?" 


"I didn't," he joined Tommy on a knoll of grass beside the riverbank. "Well, your suitcase is still in my hall so | 
presumed you didn't run away in the still of the night.” 


"Dude are you thinking of Whitesnake?" 
"Guilty as charged." 
They exchanged an easy smile. 


"You and Coverdale have a similar accent. Actually, you kind of sound like the Def Leppard guys too. Are you all 
from the same town or something?" 


‘Or something," Andrew looked around. "Blast, fags are in my trousers on the dock. Can't be arsed to go out 
there. Don't suppose you have any?" 


"Sure," Tommy retrieved a pack of Marlboros from his bag and lit Andrew a cigarette. "So like the same area 


of England?" 

"Cheers," he took a long drag and exhaled contentedly. "Vaguely. Coverdale and Leppard are Yorkshire born and 
bred so they have that distinctive drawl we know and love. | lived in Leeds for many years so the northern 
twang kind of rubbed off on me." 

"| like the sound of your voice. You got that deep baritone thing going for ya" 

"What about you, drummer boy. California?" 


"By way of Greece and Wales." 


Andrew furrowed his brow. "Interesting! There's more to you than meets the eye." 


Tommy grinned and exhaled a trail of smoke. "I was thinking the same thing about you." 

Andrew studied Tommy's face, looking at him properly for the first time. His Welsh descent was apparent in 
the fine-boned symmetry of his face and lustrous dark hair. His Greek heritage shone through in his keen dark 
eyes and chiselled jaw. Andrew shifted uneasily on the grass and stubbed out his cigarette. Tommy was 
striking. And the last thing he needed was to crush on his boyfriend's boyfriend. So he thought of the least 
sexiest thing he could muster. Doktor Avalanche, the Sisters of Mercy drum programming software. Here was 
a safe subject they could discuss. And before long Tommy offered to record a live drumming sequence for 


Doktor Avalanche in London 


"But how are we going to explain it to Nikki? As far as he's aware we met briefly at that party in LA. and 


haven't spoken since." 
"Tommy, that boat has sailed.” 
"You're saying we have to tell him that | came out here?" 


"| don't think we have a choice. I'm willing to lie about how | got the nasty gash in my forehead but that's 
about as far as I'm taking it. Just tell him the truth." 


"How much of it?" 

Andrew could have pretended to misunderstand, but why bother. "Stick to the facts." 
Tommy sighed. "He ain't gonna like it Oxford” 

"Well, I'll be there in a few days to exercise damage control." 

"You mean," Tommy gulped. "You're actually willing to help me, with him?" 


"Why not? He loves you. You love him. I'm sort of caught in the middle and probably responsible for the whole 
fucking mess anyway. It's the least | can do." 


Tommy was dumbfounded. He fiddled with the lighter and considered his next words very carefully. "| owe you 
an apology. You're not the evil fucker | thought you were. You actually give a shit about Nikki and being really 
decent about everything." 


‘lm beginning to give a shit about you too." 


"| know you are," Tommy murmured, almost afraid to say it out loud. "And | think you know it's totally mutual. 


Devil may fuckin’ know where it'll all lead to." 


Andrew nodded and flashed Tommy a smile. "Anyway, I'm starving. How about | take you to my favourite 
tavern for lunch, which coincidentally isn't far from Berlin Tegel Airport. What time is your flight to London?" 


"Five. Perfect timing, | could eat a horse!" 

"Just leave Tolstoy the fuck alone." 

They walked towards the wooden dock where Andrew discarded his belongings. Andrew descended the small 
hillock, retrieved his clothes from the railing and proceeded to dress. Tommy watched as the sunshine danced 
across Andrew's handsome porcelain face, and the elegant curve of his spine and ass. 

He was captivated by him, and his heart sank in his chest when he considered the inevitable complications. 
"Come on Oxford, I'm starving." 

"Patience is a virtue Tommy." 

"I have no patience." 


"And from what | hear, no virtue either." 


Tommy laughed at that. 


London 
June 199 


His lips grazed over Nikki's own, lightly at first, seeking his tongue as he poised a thumb over his chin and 
gently pried open his mouth. Nikki inhaled Andrew's intoxicating scent and his cock twinged in response. He 
opened his mouth and their tongues swept and brushed together in a salacious exploration that sent jolts of 
pleasure through their bodies. Nikki pulled Andrew closer and smoothed his hand along his chest, his fingers 
tracing warm coals in his flesh. They writhed and slammed against each other as desire swelled and threatened 
to consume them with fire. The assault of lips against flesh against tongues was unequalled to anything they 


had experienced before. 

"An-" Nikki moaned and arched his back as Andrew fucked him. 

"Too fast?" Andrew groaned plaintively, and a lock of black hair spilled onto Nikki's face. 

Nikki moaned in response and raised his pelvis to meet Andrew's thrust, too far gone to care about the pain. 


Andrew thrust into Nikki even harder while pumping his cock between them. Nikki cried out and Andrew 
increased his rhythm as they fucked in a fervent, blissed-out cadence, each thrust a perfect echo of the 


other's pleasure. 

Andrew bit the soft flesh below Nikki's ear and they both moaned in growing urgency. 

"Nik, I'm on the brink..." 

Andrew plunged even harder into Nikki, who met his mouth with a throaty moan. Their kiss was frantic and 
feverish. Andrew instinctively reached out for Nikki's throat and strangled him gently. A moment later Nikki 
shuddered and shook underneath him, spilling his seed onto Andrew's hand and over his stomach. That that was 
enough to launch Andrew into orgasm, and as Nikki bit his tongue, the blood catapulted him to frenzy and he 
thrust wildly into Nikki, shooting his release deep within him. Breathless and overwrought, he collapsed on top 
of Nikki and weaved his fingers into his damp hair. Nikki trembled softly in the violent aftershocks of his own 


release. 


After a time, Andrew staggered to the minibar to retrieve a bottle of water. He looked down at Nikki, who was 


sprawled over the linen looking like a medieval oil painting. 
"Fuck." 


"Mmmm," was all Andrew could muster as he crept back into the bed, throwing a blanket over both of them. 


He gave Nikki the bottle of water. 

"Andrew, that was..fuck," he took a mouthful of water. 

"I take it you enjoyed it" 

Nikki kicked him. "Fuck you. That's the hardest I've heard you come." 
"There are no words." 

Nikki smiled and fired up a cigarette. "How many men have you had?" 
"Only you." 

Nikki blinked and rolled to face Andrew. "Holy shit Eldritch. Really?" 
"Why the surprise?" 


"Wait, so mine was the first dick you sucked and all the rest? That's impossible. You're like a fucking pro. Uh, 
no offence dude." 


Andrew chuckled. "I'm good in bed. Does it matter whether I've had men or women?" 


"Guess not." 
"And you, dare | ask?" 


"As in what, the whole shebang? Only you and Tommy. But I've made out with too many guys to remember. 
Crushed on Izzy Stradlin back in ‘88. Had a thing with Duff, too." 


"Was this Guns N' Roses exclusive? No love for Metallica?" 

"They make their own love." 

"Ah" 

"James and L-" 

"Nikki! IHs none of my business who is fucking who in the metal world" 
"But its interesting." 


lm not interested in idle gossip. Don't you think James and Lars would mind you telling me - someone they 


have never met - about their relationship?" 
"Dude | didn't say it was Lars." 
"Well unless Hammett changed his name to L'Kirk | think it's a safe bet" 


Nikki scrunched his nose. Andrew kissed that nose, and then pressed his lips to Nikki's and gave him a slow, 


fucked-out kiss. 

"Nikki?" 

Mm?" 

"You're not upset then, about Tommy's visit?" 

‘Not at you." 

"You shouldn't be with drummer boy either. He just wanted to~" 
"Stir shit, | know." 


"No Nikki," he ran his fingers through Nikki's hair. "He knows how important | am becoming to you and wanted 
to find a way to co-exist. Which I'm grateful for, given that he's your primary relationship." 


Nikki sighed and shifted onto his back. "We'll see how long that lasts." 
"Don't do anything hasty. 


"Not gonna. But I'm done with him treating me like a subordinate. | can't believe he fucking saw your place 


before | did" 
Andrew chuckled. "Why should that matter?" 


"Man, you should have heard the way he described it. Fucking Hansel and Gretel and wild animals and swords 
and books about cannibalism and shit. Was he exaggerating?" 


"Actually, no." 
They both laughed. 


"Shouldda known Go on then, describe your home to me in detail," he closed his eyes. "I want to listen to that 
smoking hot voice of yours describe the place while | jerk off." 


Kinky bastard. Haven't | satisfied you?" 

Nikki grinned as he stroked his half-erect cock and looked at Andrew. "You have, but you know I'm insatiable. 
Now do what | said fucker. Your house," he moaned softly. "Describe it to me as if I'm right there, right now. 
Mmmm." 

Andrew groaned at that, arousal simmering in him already. 

"My house," he drawled. "Imagine a cauldron bubbling somewhere in the woods. It's a paradox of good and evil in 
that cauldron, and you know it as soon as you walk into my house. One moment you're in a cool damp forest, 
the next you're hit with these spicy, heavy odours that frankly, make you wonder what's in the pot. They 
make you swoon 

Nikki's breath was laboured as he stroked himself to full erection. 

"Jesus, have | ever told you that you're beautifully girthed?" 

"That British for big cock?" Nikki smirked. 


Andrew's breath caught in his chest. "Nikki, let me help you." 


"No," Nikki croaked and shoved Andrew's hand away. Then he opened his eyes and looked at him. "Sing to me." 


"Any requests?" 
"Temple of Love." 
Andrew smiled. 


"With the fire from the fireworks up above me 
With a gun for a lover and a shot for the pain at hand 
You run for cover in the temple of love 


You run for another but still the same 


For the wind will blow my name across this land" 


Nikki moaned, his heart rate accelerating in tandem with his fist. Precum glistened over the plum-shaped head 


and Andrew knew that he was close. 

"And a devil in black dress watches over 

My guardian angel walks away 

Life is short and love is always over in the morning 


Black wind come carry me far away" 


Nikki's breathing quickened and he arched his back, one hand pumping his cock furiously while the other worked 


his balls. Any moment now. 
Andrew couldn't help himself. He tweaked Nikki's left nipple hard, and the sudden sensation pushed Nikki over 
the edge. With a flash of white light behind his eyes he cried out, his body in a grinding spasm, come shooting 


out in hot emissions over his hand and onto his stomach. 


"Fuck, that was incredible," he said breathlessly. "You're ruining me for everyone else." 


Andrew grinned. "Good," he looked at the time. "Shit Nikki, it's 10 o'clock. We ought to have a wash and get 
ready to go out. Don't forget my mate is joining us. | gave him my room number and he should be up any 
minute." 

"You go first," Nikki drawled, a blissed-out look on his face. "Ill let your friend in 

“Tommy's already there and we don't want to be late." 


"Mmmmm," Nikki cleaned himself up. 


A knock at the door. Nikki pulled his pants on, fired up a cigarette and swaggered over to the entrance to the 
suit. 


"Well look who it is. Hey asswipel” 


Dave Mustaine flashed him a grin. 


The Gloomy Labyrinthine Hollows 
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Dear readers, thank you for your continued feedback and support. It was not my intention to write a novella 
but this story is evolving into something of a multi-fandom saga and | hope that it remains fresh and 
enjoyable. 


The towels quivered in the blast as Nikki slammed the bathroom door and tore open the shower curtain. "The 


fuck's Mustaine doing here?" he gritted his teeth. 


Andrew narrowed his eyes at him through a mist of steam. "He's the friend | told you about," he said and 
turned the water off. 


Nikki shot his hand through the spray and turned it on again. "He'll hear!" 
"What's the problem? Do you two know each other?" 


"Are you kidding me? I've had the misfortune of knowing him forever. What the fuck are you two doing 
together? What could you possibly have in common?" 


"Calm down Nikki," Andrew dispensed a globule of shampoo. "You're acting like you have opened the door to 


Hitler." 
"As good as!" 


"| met him a few months ago, he came to see our gig in Ontario," Andrew lathered the shampoo into his hair. 


"As it so happens we have a lot in common--politics, books, martial arts. We're both anarcho-socialists." 
"Anarcho-what?" Nikki gaped. "It's all coming out tonight!" 


"Don't be so dramatic. Be thankful he didn't come out here to help me bomb the Houses of Parliament. God 


knows I'm tempted. Besides," he said and rinsed he shampoo out of his hair. "He's really decent." 


"Dave fucking Mustaine? Andrew, he's such an asshole that the grand maestros of asshole kicked him out of 


the band!" 
"What?" 


"Dude! Metallica! Pick up a magazine once in a while!" 


"Bloody hell you're cute when you're angry, Nikki. I've half the mind the pull you in here and do you hard 


against the wall." 

Nikki sneered. "You won't be getting any for a while fucker." 

"Oh yeah?" Andrew grinned and lathered himself up, his hands moving in deliberately slow circular motions over 
his pecks and taut lower abdomen. The fragrant suds and bubbles collected in his groin and dripped in 
tantalising beads over his shaft. 

Nikki breathed. "Forget what | just said." 

Andrew chuckled. "I hope you didn't leave him out there in the hall?" 

"Relax, he's sucking on a beer. That should keep him happy for two minutes." 

"Well, time's up. You'd better get out there." 

He pointed his finger at Andrew. "You got some serious making up to do." 

"Ill blow you later." 

"Sucking my dick is a privilege, not compensation” 


And he slammed the door behind him. 


Nikki swaggered into the lounge, all airs and attitude, and retrieved a beer from the minibar. "Another one?" he 


asked Mustaine, who was tuning Andrew's acoustic guitar. 

"Helped myself," he held out a bottle of scotch. "So icky Sixxi! Been ages huh? Whatcha been up to besides 
whoring the streets of Hollywood? | see the lipstick's gone and your hair is almost long enough to be metal. 
Progress." 

Nikki smirked. "I'll take that as a compliment" 

"You should But why the sour face honey, out of hairspray?" 

"Does it come naturally, Mustaine, or do you practice in front of a mirror?" 

"Practice what?" he pinged the B string and winced. 


"That Sylvester the Cat sneer you got going for ya" 


Mustaine's tumble of curls shook as he laughed. He took a swig of scotch and then narrowed his eyes at Nikki. 


"So you and Eldritch are like, what, buddies?" 


"Uh huh," Nikki smiled, his nimble fingers rolling a spliff. “Though now that | know what company he keeps I'll 


have to reassess that. How's the tour going?" 


"Awesome," he fretted the 5th and bth strings and plucked a chord. "Got some free time until we open in Paris 
and thought I'd sniff out the competition" 


"The Sisters of Mercy are your competition?" 
"The world is my competition.” 


Nikki licked the rim of the rolling paper. "You're having one hell of a ride this year huh? Congratulations on the 


Best Metal Performance nomination" 
Mustaine grunted and played an arpeggio. 
"To bad Metallica won" 


A guitar string snapped. "Motherfucker," he growled and peered around the room. "Know where Eldritch keeps 


his strings?" 

Nikki grinned and stretched out on the sofa. "Check the blue box on the bedside table," he fired up the joint. 
Mustaine pulled himself off the sofa and scratched his balls. He opened the box and flicked a couple of guitar 
picks on the table. "Shit, only fucking E strings. What's he doing with a bunch of E strings? Haven't replaced 


mine in months and | play fucking thrash." 


Nikki shrugged and exhaled a wispy trail of smoke. "Maybe," he coughed. "Maybe ‘cause they don't have a 


drummer so the lower frequency is amplified” 

Mustaine sniggered. "That's what bass players are for." 

"Not necessarily. We ride the rhythmic pulses and outline harmonies," he tapped the joint against the ashtray. 
"Since they use a drum machine | guess bass and rhythm guitar duties are over-extended and that explains 


the spare E strings." 


Fair analysis," Mustaine tipped the box onto the table. "For a bass player. Ah! Here's a B string. Jesus, Sixx, 


you still smoking weed?" 
"Yeah. One of the few vices | allow myself these days. Want some?" 


"Hell no," he swung the acoustic over his thigh. "Don't do that shit anymore." 


"Why," Nikki grinned teasingly. "Not metal enough?" 
"Dude you wouldn't know metal if it fucked you in the ass." 
Nikki snorted. "That supposed to wound me?" 


"Just sayin’. Although | have to admit that ‘Dr. Fuckgood' was a step in the right the direction It was sure as 
shit better than ‘Lame Lame Lame'." 


"You're a hoot, Dave. You remind me of a girl | used to chase in fourth grade. | really liked her but instead of 
doing something nice or giving her a kiss, | left a dead mouse in her locker. Do you like me fucker," Nikki 
stubbed out the joint. "Do you wanna kiss me?" 

I'd sooner fist you." 


"Ellefson into that huh?" 


They both laughed and Mustaine took a mouthful of scotch. "Speaking of our shadows," he stretched the B 
string up to the tuning peg and inserted the end through the hole. "Where's Bones?" 


"Soho. We'll be leaving AS SOON AS MERCY'S DONE PREENING HIMSELF," he yelled in the direction of the 


bathroom 
"Is Heather there?" he cocked his brow. 

"Don't even go there unless you wanna wake up in cement” 

Mustaine twisted the turning key. "Why not? I'm having a good year. Def Leppard guitarist found dead. Stradlin 
leaving Guns. Blondie leaving Crue. ‘Rust In Peace’ gone Platinum in the States and in Canada. All | need is for 


Hetfield to accidently blow his nuts off during a hunting trip and my life is complete." 


Nikki was laughing so hard that he fell off the sofa. "Evil motherfucker," he gasped. “That's not funny about 
Clark being dead!" 


"So why are you wheezing on all fours, Sixx? Out of habit?" 
Nikki was in convulsions, and Andrew peeped out of the bathroom to see what all the fuss was about. 


Nikki willed himself to stop laughing. "It's the weed, man. | happen to like Def Leppard and what happened to 
Clark was tragic. Show some solidarity asshole." 


"He drank himself to death. That's stupid, not tragic." 


"FYI Mustaine, Vince hasn't left the band" 

"Yet." 

"Whatever." 

"Play nicely lads," Andrew grinned as he joined them in the lounge. He was wearing a Motörhead shirt 
underneath a leather jacket and dark denim trousers. His hair fell in silky black tresses around his shoulders, 
underpinning his natural pallor. 


"Gothic messiah!" Mustaine stood up to give him a hug. 


"Hello you rotter," he hugged him back and wiggled his brow at Nikki. "Right," Andrew smacked his hands 
together. "Are we ready to blow this joint?" 


Nikki got up. "Dudes, I'm not ready yet" 
Dave was visibly shaken. "No! We'll be here all night while he's caking on that shit!" 
"Unclench Dave, just gonna freshen up," he left the room. 


Dave sat down "I snapped your B string earlier, sorry man," he pointed to the acoustic. "But | replaced it for 


you and tuned your guitar.” 
"That was decent of you, thanks. So how are things?" 


"The usual controlled chaos," he shrugged. "What | don't get is what you're doing with Sixx. Bro, he's the last 


person | would have expected you to hook up with." 


"Er," Andrew scratched his chin. "In the interest of clarification, and to avoid any awkward misunderstandings, 


what do you mean exactly?" 
"Come on, | wasn't born yesterday.” 
"Ah." 


"He was half-naked when he answered the door, and the crumpled sheets didn't leave much to the imagination. 


Lamentably. The lube in the box was kind of overkill” 
Andrew chuckled and lit a Marlboro. "Gosh, sorry about that: 


Dave gestured with his hand. "Dude, please. People in glass houses. | ain't judging. But why Nikki? | mean sure, 


he's hot. But that can't be it" 
"It isn't." 
"So? Don't tell me you're attracted to his brain" 


"Nikki isn't the simpering idiot he makes himself out to be, Dave. That's just a defence mechanism. We can 


discuss yours in a minute." 


"Touché. | know there's more to Sixx than tattoos and animal print. Look," he leaned in conspiratorially. "I kind of 


like him--not in that way--but he can never know, okay?" 


‘Mum's the word. I'm sure he feels the same way," Andrew pulled his boots on. "But why the tough guy 
routine? Why can't you just admit to liking each other?" 


Dave looked at Andrew as if he asked him to eat a live roach. 
"Because! Man, you don't know anything about anything do you?" 
"Apparently | should pick up a magazine once in a while." 


"You do that," Dave shook his head. "Shit. Telling Nikki that | like him. Any other bright ideas? Bake Axl cookies? 
Join the New Kids On The Block? Blow Hetfield?" 


Andrew rolled his eyes. 

‘I'd sooner blow my brains out!" 

"Calm down mate. No one is asking you to blow Hetfield." 
A crazed look flashed over Dave's face. 

EK 


Nikki came out of the shower and towelled himself dry. He retrieved a silk red shirt and fresh black leather 
slacks from his suitcase and dressed, while humming the first movement to Mozart's ‘Requiem’. He considered 
Mustaine's friendship with Andrew and his long-time camaraderie with Tommy. It had always irritated him. He 
couldn't think what in hades the two had in common beyond a mutual hatred of Metallica. Which was probably 
enough. But now that both Tommy and Andrew were singing his praises, Nikki decided to give him another 


chance. The last thing he wanted was to feel excluded in a private party of in-jokes and innuendos. 


He blow-dried his hair and backcombed section after section, using industrial strength hairspray to keep the 
spikes in place. Nikki had it down to an art. But Mustaine was right, his hair was getting too long to carry off 


that look and the 1980s were a dim memory of needles, shoulder pads and smudged eyeliner. Amazing what |8 
months could do. But Nikki was not the same man, and swindling himself out of the acumen, growing pains and 
development that he'd defeated death to attain was not a sacrifice he was willing to make in the name of 
image. Slowly, he combed out the hairspray and let his dark hair spill naturally over his shoulders. No make-up, 
no accoutrements, no bullshit. Well, he couldn't resist the heavy chain around his neck. 


"Welcome to the 40s," he murmured to his own reflection. 


eR 


Gossips was a legendary club in the heart of Soho. The batcave interior hung with dangly bits and spiders on 
elasticated strings that thwacked people as they passed. The ambiance was alive and pulsing with the sinewy 
cadence of hard rock and harder liquor. The ripped and teased denizens went about their nightly business with 
nary a wink or a suffrage to the mélange of rock stars that haunted the place tonight. But as soon as Andrew 
swaggered in flanked by Nikki Sixx and Dave Mustaine, there was a patent tang of awe that could be tasted 


upon the air. 

Andrew led them to a raised candlelit alcove where they caught up with Tommy and other familiar faces. All 
were ensconced in a sea of bottles, shot glasses, cigarette smoke, ashtrays and sticky flyers. Siouxsie Sioux 
engaged Andrew for the better part of the next hour while Nikki drank and smoked and prattled and peacocked 
as if it were Pompeii and the Vesuvius was upon him. Andrew and Tommy exchanged a few furtive glances 
that ignited sparks in their woozy stupor. 

"Sure you're shagging Nikki then?" Siouxsie whispered to Andrew. 


"Come off it love." 


Siouxsie's eyes widened as Tommy insinuated himself between Andrew and Ozzy Osbourne, who was sitting on 


his other side. Tommy clasped a loose arm around Andrew's lower back and leaned in to whisper in his ear. 
"Wanna do some coke?" 

"Yes," he smiled "You scored eh?" 

"Uh huh," his lips were a hot breath against Andrew's ear. 

Andrew shivered. "| take it Nikki doesn't do that anymore." 

"Nope. He's an ex-junkie. Booze and weed are his limit." 

"Okay," he licked his lips. "I'm parched, let's take a bottle with us." 


Tommy grinned and grabbed a quarter of Jack. 


And with that, they slinked out of the alcove and disappeared into the gloomy labyrinthine hollows of the club. 


Cooking One Off In Heaven 


Clan of Xymox reverberated in the walls as they edged towards the cloakroom leaving a trail of gapes in their 
wake. Andrew signalled to the wardrobe attendant to leave them alone, and she smiled and nodded. Much as he 
hated to perpetuate his goth star notoriety, Andrew had to admit that it had its advantages. Soho's nightlife 
was his to wield and master as he chose. He was the demiurge that shaped this black planet into being. And 
never before did he feel it so keenly than the moment he and Tommy collected into the cloakroom and the 
opening licks to "Black Planet’ blasted out of the PA system. 

h the western sky, my kingdom come.. 

"Whoa!" Tommy pointed his finger excitedly. 

"Didn't realise you were familiar with my music." 


"Bought all the records the moment Nikki told me about you." 


"Why?" Andrew was perplexed. He didn't own a single Motley Crue album, let alone the discography. Well, there 


was the one he used as a placemat. 


| was curious. The album, it's something else," he said with a wistful look in his eyes. "It was the main reason | 


flew out to Germany. | knew that | had to see you again, alone, away from all the hubris and pretence." 

"And Nikki." 

Tommy looked him in the eye. "That so bad?" 

Andrew shook his head. "But we need to be careful." 

"| know." 

Andrew took a mouthful of Jack. They were virtually pressed together against an exposed brick wall and a coat 
trolley. A windowsill provided a low stand over which to prepare the dose and Tommy set to work. Scrape 
scrape, cut cut. Scrape scrape, cut cut Like ancient chieftains sharing a pipe, they were about to partake in a 
time honoured ritual that married the pleasures of the flesh and the longing of the soul. 

Tommy licked a dab and winced. "Why's this shit so bitter in England?" 


"We're a bitter people." 


Tommy chuckled. "Got a note? Wallets in my jacket.” 


Andrew retrieved his and rolled a twenty. 

"American dollars?" 

"You can have it later drummer boy." 

Andrew motioned Tommy to go for it. He studied the auburn quality to his dark waves as Tommy dipped over 
the ledge and snorted a line. Andrew wanted to run his fingers through those waves, but then Tommy rose 
and grinned at him with big billowy eyes. 


"Here," he handed the note to Andrew. 


Andrew followed suit. And as his head dropped over the sill, he felt Tommy's fingers brush over his cheek and 
move a lock of hair from his eyes. Tommy's hand lingered over his nape while Andrew snorted a line, and he 
took his time with it. The electricity between them could have powered up a nuclear reactor and their flesh 
pulsed and prickled with it like a swam of army ants. 


RK 

Nikki was getting restless. Mustaine and Osbourne were engrossed in an argument about the Coverdale/Page 
collaboration that was setting the music world alight and the blonde to his left was getting frisky. Whenever a 
woman tried to touch him these days his mind wandered to Brandi. Then he considered her sultry looks and 
glossy dark hair and drew the obvious conclusion. Was he only attracted to people who reminded him of 
Tommy? His previous girlfriend had a similar look, to say nothing of Andrew. 

"Come off it Dave, why shouldn't they do it?" 

"Knowing Coverband it was planned with military precision!" he huffed. 


"What in tarnation have you got against Coverdale?" 


Nikki snorted. "You don't know Mustaine very well, do you 02? He and Page probably founded a fucking society 


for sullen guitarists. Assholes Incorporated." 
"Is Ritchie Blackmore a member?" Ozzy laughed. 
"Heyl" Dave pointed at him. "Don't be dissing Blackmore!" 


‘Only blonde singers and wayward bass players. Gotcha," Nikki yawned. "I'm gonna go ask the DJ to put on some 
Whitesnake. Any requests Dave?" 


Ozzy held a hand to Dave's mouth before he had the chance to retort. "Still Of The Night, mate. With any luck 


Dave will blow an artery." 


"Christmas in June!" Nikki grinned and left the alcove. 


A few moments later, Coverdale's silky sawdust refrains filled the dancefloor to roars of ‘YEAH! and applause. 
Nikki's eyes moved over the crowds in search of Tommy and Andrew. They had been gone for 40 minutes and 
Nikki knew what they were up to. He figured the coast was clear for him to join in the fun without ogling the 
coke and feeling left out. He made towards a burly bloke who had been introduced to him as Alex, the 
proprietor of Gossips, and asked him if he'd seen Tommy and Andrew. Alex pointed towards the cloakroom and 


Nikki nodded his thanks. 


eR 


"Why is it so difficult to own your life?" Andrew's blue eyes gazed into Tommy's. "We blast our balls for it 


until flesh is surrendered!" 


"Crushed in defeat," Tommy lowered his eyes. "I know. But what do you do when your mind is fuckin’ snarled 


with ties and knots and shit?" 


"YOU BREAK THE FUCKING BONDS, TOMMY!" Andrew enthused in a coke-fuelled sermon and placed his hand 
over Tommy's hip, edging him closer. "What we do is triumph over the demons that enslave us, year after 


year, ad nauseam ad infinitum-" 
"Until there's nothing left." 


"But a relic of our former selves," he nodded. "Save for potential, drummer boy. There's always that and never 


forget it" 


"Hah. Problem with that shit is that there's no greater adversary than our own potential. The person we could 
have been and fuckin’ well should have been had circumstances been a little different. Shit, makes me wanna 


blow my brains out," he dipped his head over Andrew's shoulder and breathed in his cologne. 


Tommy sighed and buried himself in the musky bergamot softness that swept him out of his sorrow. He 
raised his arm and stroked Andrew's back slowly. Andrew closed his eyes and gripped Tommy's waist. It was 
like crossing the Rubicon, and it was no longer possible to ignore the obvious lust that spat and hissed between 


them like a snake. Tommy's lips grazed over Andrew's neck. Andrew's fingers quarried a mine into Tommy's 
flesh. They shifted a breath shy of each other's lips. 
"Fuck," Nikki gulped. 


Their eyes expanded into saucers. Andrew instantly disengaged and leaned back against the wall while Tommy 
shuffled awkwardly and then crossed his arms. 


"Guys," Nikki smiled and held out his hands. "Relax, l'm cool with it." 


"Nothing happened" 


"But it was about to," Nikki smiled softly. "And can | just say, that watching the two of you melt and quiver in 


each other's arms is the most erotic thing | have ever seen" 

Tommy arched a brow at Nikki. They exchanged a knowing smile and Nikki ambled up to Andrew and pressed a 
scorching kiss to his lips. Andrew drew Nikki to him and their kiss deepened as their palms smoothed and 
extended over their backs and around their waists. Andrew moaned as Nikki pulled his hair down and used the 
leverage to graze his neck and collarbone with leisurely nips and miristrations. Tommy inclined Andrew against 
his chest and wound his arms around him, gently pressing against his arousal, while his right hand bowed 


tantalisingly close to the bulge in Andrew's jeans. 


"Okay," Andrew gasped and moved away. "Look, | get that you're both into this and it would be utterly silly to 


feign indifference. " 
"Can | touch your indifference?" Nikki breathed. 


Tommy planted a kiss over Andrew's nape and gently rubbed his shoulder. "Relax, Oxford. We're just having a 
little fun" 


"Yeah," Nikki nodded. "We know you're British and your capacity for fun is limited but give it a chance. Shall we 
go back to the hotel?" 


"| don't think you're getting it," Andrew covered his face for a moment and took a deep breath. "Nikki, you're 
the first chap I've been with. And | thought we were getting serious about each other." 


"An-" 

"Wait," he held up his hand. "Yes, l'm attracted to Tommy and there's no point in denying it. But I'm not ready 
to launch into a triad or go back to the hotel for ‘a little fur’. It's just not something | feel comfortable doing 
right now, or ever, if I'm honest." 

"And if Nikki wouldn't have interrupted our moment?" 

"Then | would have sucked your face off." 

Tommy grinned. "So what's the problem?" 


"The problem, T-Bone, is that he's not ready to do it with both of us. At the same time." 


Tommy understood. "Shall | leave you guys be?" 


"No," came the joint reply. 
Andrew patted his trouser pockets. "Do either of you have cigarettes?" 


"Unfortunately not," Nikki sighed. "And | know it sounds like a contradiction but | could really fucking use some 
fresh air as well. Maybe a walk. You guys game?" 


"Coffee," Tommy said. "| could use one of those.” 
"Coffee, cigarettes, and fresh air. | know just the place." 


eR 


They emerged into the darkened streets of Soho and glanced at the shadowy figures around them, night people 
about their nightly business. No one bothered them or stopped to ask Nikki and Tommy for their signatures. It 
was a small comfort that cooled their flushed cheeks as they descended the steps to a cobbled alley and 
walked along a picturesque Victorian thoroughfare. The shop fronts had clearly not been altered in more than a 
century and the traditional hanging signs announced specialists in rare and antiquarian books, maps and prints 


and all manner of curios and oddities. 
"Where are the gaslight lanterns?" Nikki smiled. 
"Above your head darling." 


Nikki looked up and his breath caught in his chest as he saw a mounted copper lantern, its light reflecting 
dimly from an oxidized brown backplate that had seen better years. 


"You gotta be kidding me." 

"Jack the Ripper gonna show up next Oxford?" 

"Wrong part of London. But if you're a bad boy I'll take you there tomorrow." 

They edged a path into Frith Street and a bustling café loomed before them. Bar Italia was a family run 
establishment with a well-worn tiled floor and walls lined with pictures of bygone glamour and generations of 
Italian diaspora in London The air was thick with history, cannolis and freshly ground coffee. A moment after 


they were seated a swarthy man with a white apron walked up to Andrew and greeted him warmly. 


"The prodigal son returns! | heard you were stalking about like a sewer rat in winter." 


"Good to see you too, Alberto. You didn't really think I'd be back without stopping by to say hello and flirt with 
Sophia?" 


"Touch my daughter and I'll feed your fingers to the salami slicer. Oh, that reminds me that we have beautiful 


fresh Parma ham in from Italy. I'll throw some pizzas on the oven for you and your friends." 


"Sounds incredible, cheers. Allow me to introduce my friends, Nikki and Tommy, from Los Angeles. Also 


musicians." 

"Yo" 

"Hey," Tommy smiled. "Andrew here says your espresso is the best in London?" 
Alberto locked offended. “It's the best in Britain!" 
"Right, l'd love to try one" 

"Two please, mate. 

"Hot chocolate for me, please.” 

"Coming up," Alberto beamed and went away. 
Tommy chucked softly and gave Nikki a tender look 
"What?" 

"Nothing baby. Enjoy your cocoa" 


Andrew's heart melted in this chest. "Tell me something," he fired up a Marlboro. "Do your wives know about 


your relationship?" 


Tommy shrugged. "Heather's known from the beginning. She must have caught us together half a dozen times 


over the years." 
"And she doesn't mind?" 


"Nah. Heather's cool. ‘Course, she has her own affairs and we have an understanding about that. Ideally we 


discuss potential liaisons before they happen. Doesn't always work that way but yeah, she's known about me 


and Nikki forever." 
"Dude I've even done her myself." 
"How colourful. And Brandi?" 


"Hell no," Nikki snorted. "She's a bit old fashioned for a playmate." 


"So who else knows about you guys?" 


"Mick and Vince," he pondered. “They're cool, though Vince has always been a little weird about it. Our manager. 
Oh and J-" his voice trailed off, a look of panic on his face. 


"J-who Nikki?" 

"No one dude, relax," Nikki took a long drag from his cigarette. 

"Nikki," Tommy warned. "J-who? Jessica Rabbit? Jesus?" 

"Totally man," Nikki grinned. "Whenever you deepthroat me Jesus is watching and cooking one off in heaven" 


"Oh God," Tommy rubbed his stomach. "I feel sick. Nikki don't say shit like that. Jesus fucking Christ I'm gonna 
barf. Think Alberto will mind if | don't eat the pizza?" 


"Refuse his pizza and sleep with the fishes." 

"Shit," Tommy groaned. "Nikki this ain't finished. | have a right to know." 
"Nikki," Andrew furrowed his brow. "I don't s'pose this is a J'Kirk situation?" 
"J'Kirk? Who the fuck's J'Kirk?" 

"No one T-Bone, Mercy's being silly." 


But he gave Andrew a sly nod. 


Married To Metallica 


Author's Notes: 
| have based the events in this chapter around a TV interview with Nikki and Mick from 199I. Here is a link to it 
on youtube: htp://www.youtube.com/watch?v=S5CXzaQV1k 


Nikki spent an afternoon in Hampstead Heath, pausing every now and then to sketch or sit under an ancient oak 
and read. Los Angeles seemed like a million miles away. He was content. His senses were heightened. And for the 


first time in his life, Nikki felt in harmony with the world around him. 

But he didn't want to see Andrew. 

And the thought of facing Tommy turned his stomach. 

It was no great shakes. The Sisters of Mercy were about to headline Reading Festival and Andrew was busy 


rehearsing, giving interviews or hiding from the crazed, shrieking, swivel-eyed loons who followed him. Andrew 


hated the music industry. He loathed his celebrity status. That was evident. 


‘I'm a musician!" he yelled at Bar Italia, the coke and second espresso clearly taking their toll. "I write songs. | 


play instruments. | sing. That's where it fucking ends." 

"But where would you be without the fans?" 

"Don't mind the fans, Nikki. It's the press | want to kill." 

"You wouldn't last a day in LA," Tommy chuckled. 

"Can barely last a night in London. That's why | fucked off to Germany." 


But Nikki loved London. 


He loved how easy it was to walk around Notting Hill and Covent Garden without having to drive or be driven 
everywhere. Sure, he got recognised a few times. But he wasn't going to let a few giggly fans spoil his 
freedom. In a couple of days he was scheduled to fly out to Canada for a mini promotional tour with Mick in 
support of their forthcoming compilation album. Tommy had point blank refused to participate. Vince was 
AWOL. So once again it was down to Mick and Nikki to save their necks. 


The thought of facing the press in Toronto depressed him. What he really wanted to do was to spend time 
with his son and visit with friends in California. There was one friend in particular that Nikki was eager to 


speak to. He walked back to his hotel in Mayfair. The phone was ringing as he entered the suite, it was Doug 


Thaler. Their manager. Tommy was arrested last night on suspicion of DUI on the 405 Freeway. 

"He's out of control, Nikki." 

| know. What d'ya want me to say?" 

"Talk to him! He won't listen to me," Doug pleaded. 

Nikki poured himself some whiskey. 

"You're overestimating my influence on him," he took a mouthful. "Mick and | are doing all that we can to keep 
this band afloat but apart from traipsing round the globe to promote the album I'm not sure what else you 
want me to do. The truth is that we need a new singer, or a new drummer. Probably both. And | could say 
that it breaks my heart to admit it, but it doesn’t. So | won't. That's how fucking jaded | am." 

"Okay, Nikki. Just hang in there." 


"Look, I'll see what | can do. But don't hold your breath." 


He hung up and looked at his watch. llam in California. "Safe enough," he muttered. He picked his diary up and 
flipped through the pages. Then he dialled a number. 


Ring ring. Ring ring Ring ring 

"Come on, man Its not that early." 

Ring ring 

"Ah, shit." 

Ring ring 

"Yes." 

"Hey, | was about to give up." 

"Who is this?" 

"Special Agent Jones, CIA. We have knowledge pertaining to your involvement in an illegal arms trade in Sarajevo. 
It has come to our attention that you supplied Bosnian rebels with Temm buster guns and we need to invite 
you in for questioning." 


A sharp intake of breath. "Sixx." 


Nikki chuckled "Well it aint RoboCop. Sup Het?" 

"Packing. Leaving in five. You sound like you're calling from an aquarium." 

"Kind of am. Bulletproof windows and shit. Plus l'm under a table.” 

"Do | wanna know what you're doing under a table, Sixx, or will it give me indigestion?" 
"You're making me feel like an unwanted child." 


"You're an unwanted distraction. Are we shooting the breeze here? Because | really gotta go. I'll call you when 


I'm back in town" 

"lim not in Town" 

"Where are you?" 

"Great Britannia." 

James sat down. "Okay, you got my attention. Whats up?" 
Nikki heaved a sigh. "How did you know?" 

"Gonna need a bit more information" 

"About Lars. And not Cliff. How did you know?" 

James frowned. "Hell, Nikki. That decision was made up for me." 
"Liar" 

"Say what?" 

‘It's always been Lars, even before the accident” 


James sighed. "Nikki, this isn't the time or place for this discussion. Come home and we'll open a bottle of 


whiskey. This have anything to do with Eldritch?" 


"Please, its important. Just answer my question. l'm flying to Toronto on Wednesday and | know you guys are 
knee-deep in engagements. Who knows when we'll see each other again. Sorry, that sounded unintentionally 


ominous.” 


“Toronto? We'll be there next month." 
"Dude I'm flying back to LA. on Monday. Won't be there next month." 


"So what, you expect me to open up the abyss in 60 seconds because l'm in a rush and you gotta fucking 


know? Fuck you." 
"The abyss, huh?" 
"It ain't simple, Nikki!" 
"Never said it was." 


James sunk into the armchair. The air had somehow turned too stifling to breathe, like being in an overheated 


steam bath. "Fuck. I'm not ready to talk about that shit 

‘Try! 

"You really couldn't have chosen a worse time to open that can of worms." 
"Trouble in paradise?" 

"Come on, man Lars and | haven't been together in months. You know that." 
"And if you could turn back time?" 

"Wouldn't change a thing." 

"Exactly." 

"So what the fuck is your point!" he growled. 


"Wasn't talkin’ bout a happy ever after, dumbass!" Nikki sat up. "I asked how you knew it was Lars you wanted 
to be with. Not Cliff. And yeah, I'm having a similar dilemma’ 


"Aren't you married, Sixx? With a baby son?" 
"The fuck do you know about marriage? You're married to Metallica!" 
"Hanging up in five seconds." 


"Fine, Hetfield. Be a fuckin! coward" 


"Four, three-" 


"And you can take that bottle of whiskey and stuff it up your ass because | sure as shit ain't gonna waste 
any time drinking it with youl" 


The line went dead. 


Nikki smashed the phone against the wall. 


Toronto 


June II 


With some kind of miracle, Mick managed to persuade Tommy and Vince to honour their commitment to MTV 
in New York. So while he and Nikki were in Toronto promoting ‘Decade of Decadence’ with a series of interviews 
to Canadian networks, Vince and Tommy--who had been released on bail--declared a ceasefire. It would prove 
to be a very short one. Nikki spent most of his time drawing. He didn't sleep, he barely ate. He looked tired and 
haggard no matter how much make-up they slapped on him in the studio. Mick assumed it was because of all 
the trouble. He didn't know about Andrew, and Nikki didn't feel like talking about it. Instead, he sketched people 
and lakes and mountains and monsters. Nikki found inspiration in nature. Not necessarily nature's beauty, but 
rather its vital life force and ever-changing cycle of birth, life, decay and death. To Nikki, nature represented a 
creepy otherworld governed by dark and uncontrollable forces. His art featured perverse images depicting 
grotesque erotica with mythical beasts and enormous genitalia. Finally, Nikki fell into an exhausted slumber on a 


canopy of charcoal drawings and ink-blotted sketches. 
He dreamed of Andrew. But he woke up to someone else. 
"Wake up, Sixx!" Tommy slurred. 


Nikki stirred from his deep sleep to find a clearly inebriated Tommy hovering over him in the gloom. His face 


was a cold, menacing snarl. 

"Tommy? What are you doing here?" Nikki rubbed his eyes. 

A hand clamped around his throat. Nikki gasped and looked into a pair of goggling, enraged eyes beneath thick 
black brows. He tried to fend Tommy off and managed to throw him off course before half-stumbling, half- 
falling to the floor. 


"What the fuck!" 


Tommy staggered to the window. "Well, | figured we were done in New York so why not join you in Toronto and 


see what you're up to besides shit-stirring!" 


"What are you talking about?" Nikki flicked the lamp on. "What shit?" 
"According to MTV, I'm out of a job." 
"What!" 


"Uh huh," Tommy smiled unpleasantly. "And don't play dumb with me, asshole. | know you're behind it. spoke to 
Doug and he told me what you said. New drummer, huh?" 


"Tommy." 
"Is that why you and Mick came out here alone?" 

"It was planned ages ago!" 

"What was planned, exactly, Sixx?" Tommy grabbed Nikki's shoulders. "TELL ME! 


"The promotional tour, the interviews, everything] What's wrong with you?" he tried to shake himself free and 


Tommy struck him hard in the face. Nikki fell on the bed. 


“Tommy,” he pleaded. "You got it all wrong. Please, I'll make some coffee and we can talk about this. We'll call 


Doug first thing in the morning and he ca-" 


Another violent blow fell over Nikki's face as Tommy straddled him. "Tommy," Nikki trembled through a mist of 


tears. "Please stop it." 
"Why should | when it feels good? Huh?" he snarled. "Because that's the truth, it feels great to fuck you up!" 
he punched Nikki in the jaw and blood sprayed out of his mouth and onto his chin. Nikki groaned and tried to 


wriggle out of Tommy's iron grip. 


Tommy pumrmelled him again and bended his arm. "This is so easy, fucker. | could do it all night until there'll be 
nothing left but a scrappy pulp with big green eyes." 


Nikki's face creased in pain. "T..my arm. Please," he moaned. 
Tommy blinked, and then released him. 


Nikki doubled over, his fingers flying to his face in a bid to shield himself against the pain that already 
thumped and thudded in his head and over his blood-smeared face. 


"lm sorry.” 


Nikki curled into a ball. 

| said l'm sorry!" Tommy helped himself to the bottle of whiskey on the nightstand. 
Nikki burrowed further into the sheets, trying to will away the nightmare. 

"NIKKI!" Tommy slammed his fist on the bed. 

Please, God, no more. 

"Come on, man up! Just a few scrapes! Stop being a pussy." 

Everything will be okay tomorrow. It always is 

He'll sober up and apologise. Iti be okay. 


"Are you fuckin’ hearing me? Or are you thinking about Andrew? ls that it? Well guess what, Nikki, he's as 


good as dead for all the good he can do you now!" 
Because he loves me. 


Tommy yanked Nikki's hair and climbed on top of him, forcing his arms up over his head and pinning them down 


with one hand. He hooked his other hand under Nikki's jaw. 

"| SAID, ARE YOU HEARING ME?" 

"GET OFF ME YOU FUCKING PSYCHO!" Nikki spat blood in his face. 
"Psycho?" Tommy laughed. "You watch too much television" 


Tommy began to nuzzle and kiss Nikki's neck while his strong hand kept Nikki's wrists firmly apprehended over 
his head. Nikki tried to free his limbs, but it was no use. 


"Tommy, stop it," he croaked, 


"I know you're into this," he bit Nikki's lobe. "So spare me the fuckin’ pretence and any more unpleasantness. 


Just shut up. Think you can do that?" 


"Get off mel" he struggled hopelessly against Tommy, as he ran his free hand down Nikki's chest, the hard 
bulge in his pants pressing into Nikki. 


Nikki thrashed under Tommy's weight and another blow fell over his face. "Ah, so you want more of that, 
huh? Are you sure you haven't had enough?" 


Nikki choked back a sob. 

"Was that a yes?" 

Thwack 

"Or a no? Make up your mind, dude. Gettin’ tired of this." 

Slap. 

Niki felt his limbs weighed down as if they were statuary. He scrabbled at the air in a bid to stop Tommy but 
he was like a dead weight upon him, and he was losing the will to fight back. His limbs felt heavy and 
amorphous. And as Tommy unzipped his jeans and tore into Nikki's underwear, he felt as if he were drowning in 
warm, brackish water. 

Tommy was a force of rippling and undulating heat above him. His mouth, tongue and teeth assaulted Nikki's 
flesh in a barrage of liquor-fuelled lust that plunged and plundered into him mercilessly. Nikki screamed. He 
tried to get his bearings in a horrible blackness that descended on him like a nightmare in one of his paintings. 
But it was not a nightmare. It was happening. 

And it was Tommy. 

"Please," Nikki sobbed as Tommy began to thrust into him. "You're breaking us." 

Tommy stopped. 

And then he got off Nikki. 

Germany 


June [19 


Andrew put a record on and settled into his favourite armchair. The room filled with the opening movement to 


Purcell's ‘Dido and Aeneas’. Chekhov slinked into the lounge and looked up at Andrew. Andrew gave him a pat. 
Chekhov mewled. 
"What is it?" 


Chekhov darted out of the room. 


And returned a moment later, tail curling into a hook. 


"Am | going to have to send you to Hong Kong? You know what they do with petulant cats over there. 


Yummmmmm.." 
Chekhov hissed and slinked away. Then he peeped around the door frame and rubbed his head against it. 


Andrew rolled his eyes and pulled himself off the armchair. He ambled down the corridor and then noticed an 


A3 board-backed envelope under the letter box. 
Chekhov sat on it. 

"Ah, there is a method to your madness." 
Meow. 

"Well get off it then! Crazy cat.” 


Andrew opened the envelope. It contained a striking charcoal drawing of a satyr in an elaborate, ornamental 


style with asymmetrical lines, sinuous curves and tendrils. 
"Gosh," he breathed. 

A rote fell on the floor. Andrew bent down to retrieve it. 
Mercy, 


Sorry about disappearing like that. E was a cowardly 
thing to do and | feel awful | need some time out. 
Band's falling apart. Tommy's in rehab. Haven't seen 
my kid in weeks. Everything's gone to shit. HI call you 


when the noose gives up. Please don’t worry. 
Hope you like the sketch Its called ‘The Horned God. 


Love, 


N 


Andrew leaned against the wall and took a deep breath. He went back to the lounge and propped the sketch 
over the brick mantle above the fireplace. He sunk back into the chair and gazed at a non-descript detail in the 
carpet. Chekhov crept into view. Andrew looked at him. Then he hunched over and combed a hand through his 
dark tresses. 


"What am | going to do, Chekhov?" he croaked. 

Get your ass on the next plane to Los Angeles 

Andrew sighed. "He doesn't want to see me." 

He needs you You need him. Youre already packed 

"This is the second time he's had cold feet. Why should | chase him?" 
Because you love him. Duh. Don't be chicken shit 

Andrew narrowed his eyes at the cat. 

Chekhov trotted out of the room. 

Los Angeles 


48 Hours Later 


Nikki sliced strawberries, blueberries and melon into a bowl and added pomegranate seeds. He spooned over 


some amaretto liquor and sprinkled finely-chopped mint. 
The phone rang. 

"Hello?" 

"Hi" 

Nikki put the knife down and sat on a barstool. "Hey." 

"How are you?" 

"Doing okay. You?" 

"Kay." 

"Talked to Doug?" 

"Yeah. Four weeks," Tommy scoffed. “But I'll be out in two." 


Nikki licked his lower lip. 


"He and John are gonna see if-" 


"What do you mean no? Thought you'd be happy.” 

“Tommy,” Nikki sighed. "This is how it's gonna work. You are going to complete the residential program and do 
exactly what Dr. Laverty tells you to. If he says you need to complete the entire four weeks, you'll do it. If he 
prescribes 6 months psychiatric treatment, you'll do it. If he tells you to dance the fuckin: flamenco, you'll do 
it. Because if you don't, Tommy, by God, satan and the fucking saints | will press charges. | don't care if it ends 
Motley Crue. | don't care if this shit gets out and destroys your life.” 

Silence. 

"Because make no mistake, fucker. I'm done." 

Silence. 

"Do you understand what | said or do | need to repeat myself?" 

Tommy choked back a sob. 

"YOU ALMOST RAPED ME" 

"| know," he wept. 

"l'm passed the tears, Tommy. There's nothing left." 


"| love you." 


"I know you do," Nikki nodded. "But you despise yourself. I've been there. | used needles and you use liquor, to 


say nothing of your fist.” 
"IFs killing me," Tommy croaked. 


"Yep. And it's killing me too, and the band and your marriage and your happiness. That's why you need 
professional help, T-Bone. That's why you gotta stay in rehab." 


eR 


He ate fruit salad and watched the Simpsons. The intercom buzzed. 
"Yeah?" 


"This is Staff Sergeant Shit. I'm here to arrest you for crimes against the Recording Industry Association of 


America" 

"Het?" 

"Open the gate, Nikki." 
Nikki buzzed him in. 


He looked out the window. Hetfield's black Chevrolet Impala reversed into the driveway. Nikki went downstairs 


and opened the door. 

"Whatcha doing here?" he leaned against it. 

"Ball and chain gave me the day off," James said, holding up a bottle of Benchmark Kentucky bourbon in one 
hand and a brown bag in the other. Then he looked at Nikki. "Fuck, dude. These porterhouse steaks might come 
in handy too." 


Nikki smiled and let him in. 


Nothing Time Can't Cure 


They sat on a mahogany sofa upholstered in red silk damask with padded arms and a fire-breathing dragon 
raised on a black leaf pedestal. James clasped a bottle to his chest. Nikki was smoking a cigarette. They were 
both glowering in opposite directions. 

James tapped his fingers against the bottle. "Drawing the inevitable conclusion here." 

Nikki shrugged. "Don't wanna talk about it" 

"Don't fucking need to when it's written on your face." 


Nikki sucked in his left cheek. 


James took a swig from the bottle. "Give me one reason not to drive out to Brentwood right now and blow his 
fucking brains out." 


"Just leave it." 

James put the bottle on the floor and facepalmed. 

"Is okay," Nikki sighed. "Nothing time can't cure." 

"Nothing a fucking Weaver VIO rifle can't cure." 

Nikki smiled and shook his head. 

"Or a Burris TAC." 

Nikki picked up the bottle. 

"Have you," James paused. "Seen anyone? You know." 

"Nah," Nikki swallowed a mouthful of bourbon. "Didn't go that far." 
James glared. "Always hated that fucker." 

"| know. But you hated him years before any of this started" 
"Exactly," James pointed a finger at him. "I'm a good judge of character. 


"Yeah, about that," Nikki smirked. "How are plans for the Guns N' Tallica tour coming? Dude, you know that's a 


fucking recipe for disaster." 
"Yup." 


"So why are you doing it? Seeing as you're such a good judge of character and shit," Nikki blew out smoke. 


"Which reminds me." 

"Oh man" 

Nikki chuckled. "You knew it was coming." 

James rolled his eyes. "Gimmie the fucking bottle, Sixx" 

"In spite of my original dilemma no longer being relevant" 
"Should fuckin’ hope not." 

Nikki gave James the bottle. "I still wanna know. Why Lars?" 
"Shit" 

James took a swig from the bottle. 

Then he took another one and scowled at a vase of sunflowers. 
"Sup Het, flowers offending you?" 

"You're fucking offending me asshole." 

Nikki laughed. 

James polished off the bourbon and banged the bottle on the table. 


"What d'ya wanna know?" he growled. "And be precise. Don't ask stupid questions like a fucking magazine 


interview. Next you'll be asking when my first kiss was." 
"Lars." 

"What about him?" 

"Was he the first guy you kissed?" 


"Well, yeah. Obviously.” 


"And?" 
"And what? When | first fisted Mustaine?" 


Nikki laughed. "Oh man, that reminds me. Bumped into him in London. Turns out he and Mercy are buds. 
Surprised the fuck out of me." 


James grimaced. "Gonna need more booze." 

Nikki gave him his bowl of fruit salad. "Here. It's got liquor in it" 

"You fuckin’ serious?" 

"Yeah, amaretto." 

‘Not the salad, numbruts. Eldritch and Mustaine. They're pals?" 
"Apparently," Nikki swaggered to the bar and opened a bottle of Jack. 
"How does he do it," James murmured. 

"Do what?" 

"Become close friends with people who should really fucking know better." 
"Like who?" 

James shrugged. "Cliff, in the old days." 

Nikki gave him the bottle and plumped back on the sofa. "Which brings us nicely b-" 
"Fuck, Nikki." 

"Come on! Why is it so difficult to talk about it?" 

"Because it's ancient history. Dredges up a lot of shit 

"Okay," Nikki sighed and lit a cigarette. "Forget it." 

"Two questions, Sixx. That's all you're getting.’ 


"Like | said, forget it" 


James shook his head in despair. 

"Thought we could talk about anything." 

"We can!" he snapped. "Just never talked about this shit to anyone." 
"Not even Lars?" 

"You kidding me? Especially not him." 


A wood thrush song drifted into the room. Its soft, flute-clear tune ringed through the deciduous trees and 
shrubs in Nikki's garden. 


"Never trusted Cliff" James murmured. 
Nikki lay back on the sofa and stretched his legs behind James’ back. 
James kneaded the bottle. "Looked up to him. Left LA. for him. Probably even loved him in that deluded fucked 


up way you love someone when you're young and stupid. But trusted him?" James took a swig of Jack. "Fuck 


no. That answer your question?" 
Nikki nodded. 
Then he prodded James' back with his foot. "Was Cliff the first dude you ever..." 


"Yeah." 


"Must have happened pretty early. You and Lars were already sleeping together when we became pals, back in 
85." 


"Kt did’ 
"When?" 

James shrugged. "Like a month after we moved to El Cerrito. 
"Did Lars know?" 

"Difficult to hide that shit" 


"And | bet Mustaine did, too." 


James bobbed his head distractedly. "Uh huh." 

"Shit." 

"Yep. We done?" 

"Wait, so Lars didn't have a problem with you and Cliff being together while" 

"Who said anything ‘bout being together?" James frowned. "It was fucking. It was control. It was late night 
songwriting and playing and partying and drinking and trying to outdo each other. It was 24/7 constant fucking 
competition" 


"| remember that." 


James stretched and tucked a blond lock behind his ear. "But it was never tender. Fuck. Cliff's idea of showing 


affection was swallowing my jizz once in a while." 

Nikki laughed. 

James smiled and helped himself to Nikki's pack of cigarettes. 
"So tell me about Eldritch. Does he spit or swallow?" 

"Don't think it ever occurred to him to spit. | was his first" 
"Break him in well?" James fired up. "Is he into edgy blondes?" 
"Man, he'd totally do you. He kind of worships you." 

"Really?" 


"Yeah," Nikki bended his knees against the back rest. "You should hear him singing ‘Nothing Else Matters’ in 
that sexy baritone. Has all your albums and shit” 


James grinned. "Hm." 

Nikki kicked him. "You're not-" 

"Dude," James chuckled. "Kidding." 

"Cause | might get hungry and fancy a Danish...” 


James threw his head back and laughed. 


Xk% 

"Meh," James intoned. 

"Mal" 

"Meeehhhh." 

"Mal" 

"Dude you're not going to get him to say Metallica’ 


"What do you know," James supported Gunner's back against his chest, placing one arm under his bottom and 


the other across his chest. "Show daddy the horns!" 
Gunner giggled. "Mal" 
"Sounds more like Motley to me. He knows where his loyalties are." 


James lifted Gunner over his head. "Who's gonna join Metallica in lb years? Who? Is it you? It sure is! We'll get 
rid of Newsted and you can play the bass! Just like your pa" 


Nikki laughed. 


"Your spawn's killing me with the cute," James kissed Gunner's head. "Shall | take you home with me?" he cooed. 


"Wanna come on tour with me and Axl? Witness a murder?" 
"He can come on tour with me for that.” 

"Ain't funny, Sixx. 

"Fucking hilarious is what it is." 

"Hey! Language." 

"Dude, he's 6 months old." 

"So, he's already saying Metallica" 

"Right." 


"And throwing the horns!" James lifted Gunner and shook him playfully. 


Gunner shrieked and giggled. "Upup tibi! Mal" 
James stroked Gunner's cheeks. "That's it, I'm taking him home." 


"Guess this isn't the time to tell you | have a hidden camera filming you right now and MTV are gonna get a 


package from FedEx tomorrow morning, huh?" 

"You could do that. And find yourself in a body-sized vat with sulfuric acid" 
Nikki finished washing the dishes. "Staying for dinner?" 

"Well seeing as | brought dinner, that might be nice." 

Nikki smiled. 

"Let's look at the ocean! Wanna see the boats?" 

"Wrong side of the house dude." 


"Why is your daddy a pain in the butt, huh? Wanna come live with Uncle James?" he looked out of the window. 
"Whoa! Look at that Caddy!" 


"What?" 

"Do you know anyone with a taste for vintage convertibles?" 

"You mean besides you and me and almost everyone we know. Cadillac?" 

"Yes, dumbass. | said it's a Cadillac." 

"Um, yeah. Izzy." 

"Yup, it's Stradlin Oh man, now l'm gonna have to talk about Axl and the tour-" 

"That's not Izzy," Nikki sighed and turned away from the window. 

"What d'ya mean it isn't Izzy? Look at the long dark hair and-" 

"Have you ever seen anyone that pale living in California? You need glasses man. It's Andrew. Gimmie my kid. 


Come here sweet pea," he took Gunner. "Its his bedtime. Do me a favour and entertain Mercy for a few 


minutes while | put Gunner to sleep and figure out what the fuck l'im gonna say to him." 


"Sure," James nodded. "Bye little dude, seeya soon!" 
"Ma tal" 

"Hell, yeah!" 

Nikki rolled his eyes and took Gunner upstairs. 


James looked out the window. Andrew was dithering by the gate. James buzzed the gate open and went 
downstairs. He opened the front door as Andrew parked the car. 


"Howdy." 

Andrew walked up the steps. "Hello," he took his shades off. 
"You look like you're about to burst into flames." 

"You look like you should be crawfishing on the bayou." 
James laughed. "James Hetfield,” he extended his hand 
"Andrew Eldritch," they shook hands and smiled. 

"You got a fine taste in cars, man. Yours?" 

"Yes, for my sins. Trying to figure out how to ship it to Europe." 
"Wow," James took a closer look. "72?" 

"1968 Cadillac DeVille convertible." 

"That's fucking sweet. Wanna come in?" 

"Won't say no. I'm melting out here." 

"Come on in. Aircon'll freeze ya in no time." 

"Er, is Nikki in?" 

"Yeah," James closed the door. "He's putting Gunner to sleep." 


"Hope I'm not intruding.” 


"Nope. We just spent hours chewing the fat about you." 

| beg your pardon?" Andrew frowned. 

"Talking. Come upstairs, let's get you a drink" 

"Cheers mate. Could bloody well do with one." 

Andrew took in the familiar sight of Nikki's huge airy living room. His eyes studied the French windows with 
their floral marquetry inlaid satinwood panels. A tulipwood chest of drawers was covered with canvases and 
watercolours. He noticed that the oval satinwood doors had newly painted intricate drawings of faces, 
ramsheads holding interlaced leaf garlands, musical notes and wildflowers. 

"That's new." 

"Yeah, think he painted those last week. Incredible, huh?" 

Andrew nodded. "He's an incredible artist." 

"Whiskey? Vodka? Beer? Er, juice?" 

"Beer would be great, thanks." 

"ll have one with you. My first today." 

"Judging by the empty bottles on the table it was hardly a sacrifice." 

James chuckled and handed him a beer. "Want my signature with that?" 

"What? Why?" 

"Well, | heard you're a fan" 

"Did you now?" 

"Uh huh." 

Andrew laughed and sat down on the sofa. "I've been known to listen to Metallica” 


"Afraid I've never heard the Sisters of Mercy." 


"We're an acquired taste." 


"Well, what are you waiting for?" James pointed to an acoustic guitar. 

"You want me to sing for you?" 

"Hell, yeah. | wanna hear that sexy baritone." 

Andrew laughed. "What the fuck are you on about Hetfield?" 

"Come on," James chuckled and gave Andrew the guitar. "Don't be shy." 

"Fuck off. I'm not bloody singing for you." 

"Yes you bloody are, mate!" 

Andrew doubled over in laughter. "Shit," he held his stomach. "Okay, any requests?" 
"Nothing Else Matters." 

They both laughed hard. 


"Oh man," James exhaled in a bid to calm down, but that set Andrew off again. James responded with a rip- 


roaring laugh and they were both in convulsions once again. 


"Right," Andrew picked up the guitar when they finally calmed down. “But I'm not fucking singing Metallica to 
you. Need a few more beers to do that" 


"That can be arranged" 

Andrew took a swig of beer. "You learn one of my songs and I'll do one of yours.” 

"Deal. 

"Cool, So this one's called ‘A Rock and a Hard Place’. Pay attention" 

James nodded 

Andrew strummed the opening licks and launched into the song, 

James sat back and listened. He loved it. He drank his beer and tapped his foot and fingers in time with the 
rhythm. When the chorus began, James headbanged and grinned approvingly at Andrew. And then he noticed 


Nikki on the other side of the room, leaning against the wall. He gave him a warm smile. Nikki smiled back. 


When the song ended, they both hooted and clapped hands. 


Andrew turned his head around and saw Nikki. 

"Oh, hi. Gosh, hope | didn't wake up Gumer" 

"He sleeps through earthquakes," Nikki crossed his arms. 

Andrew swallowed hard. 

"So I'm gonna take a stroll on the beach," James stood up. "Let you guys..yeah." 
"Wrong side of the house dude." 

James grunted and turned in the opposite direction. 


Andrew's blue eyes gazed into Nikki's. 


That Skid Row l'm Hearing? 


Nikki inserted the CD into the stereo and pressed play. He cranked the volume up and punched the air as the 


anthemic licks reverberated in the walls. 


"Yeah!" he rocked his head back and forth. By the time the chorus came in, Nikki was dancing and headbanging 


and screaming at the top of his lungs. 


"She got the big guns, pointed at my heart! BANG BANG SHOOTING LIKE A FIRING SQUAD!" 


He turned the music down and picked up the recipe Brandi had dictated to him. He shook his head. "Shit," he 


snorted. "Can't believe I'm fuckin’ doing this." 

The phone rang. 

"House of miscreants." 

A dry chuckle. "That Skid Row l'm hearing?" 

"la Sup dude?" 

"Hey man, still on today?" 

"Sure. Oh wait," he scratched his head. "James crashed here last night. And Mercy showed up out of the blue. 
The three of us ended up hanging out and drinking the place dry. They're both dead to the world. Only reason 
I'm up is because Brandi dropped by to collect Gunner en route to LAX. D'ya mind a little company?" 

Izzy sighed. "Shit, Nikki." 

| know dude, sorry. They just showed up." 


"You know Het and | are good, and I'm dying to meet the famous Eldritch, but | don't know how much longer | 
can keep up the pretence. Fuck, man. This is fucked up." 


"I know Iz, but you gotta face it sooner or later.” 
"Yeah, but | wasn't planning on facing it today!" 
"So don't," Nikki measured flour. "Just come over and chill. Don't need to talk shop." 


"Come on, man" 


"Aint gonna happen, huh?" Nikki grinned and added baking powder to the mix. "By the way, he's got the most 


beautiful retro Cad | have ever seen" 

"Who?" 

"Mercy. Blue ‘68 DeVille. 

Izzy snorted. "Fuck you, Sixx. Be over in a couple of hours." 

Nikki laughed and hung up. 

eR 

Andrew stirred in the midday sun. 

He rubbed his eyes and stretched his toned limbs over the soft quilt. Slowly, he got up and raked a hand 
through his wild black tresses. He opened his suitcase, pulling out a fresh change of clothes. Then he staggered 
to the bathroom and took a shower. 

"Bloody hell," he squinted at the sunshine streaming in through the blinds. 

He blow-dried his hair and went back to the bedroom to retrieve his sunglasses. As he began to descend the 
winding staircase, he was instantly enticed by the scent of baking. The smell of warm butter and the dark, 
rich, heavenly caramelising aroma became stronger as he walked down the steps. 

Nikki was strumming the acoustic, his beautiful face drawn in concentration. 

Andrew's breath caught in his chest. "Have | died? Is this heaven?" 

Nikki smiled and put down the guitar. "Thought it was rude to wear shades indoors." 

"Yeah, not going to happen with this light.” 

"You'll get used to it. Coffee?" 

"Please. Nikki, what is that smell?" 

Nikki blushed. "Cobbler" 


Andrew swallowed and took his shades off. 


Nikki smiled shyly and poured Andrew some coffee. 


"Come here," Andrew murmured and pulled Nikki into his arms. 
They joined in a warm embrace. It was the merciful release they were aching for. 


Nikki began to sob quietly and Andrew held him tightly, hands running over his back and collecting in his hair. 
He smelled of peach cobbler, and Andrew drew in a lungful of Nikki. Then he held Nikki's head in his palms and 
kissed his eyes, his fingers lightly stroking Nikki's tear-stained cheeks and the curve of his jaw. 


Then Andrew pressed an urgent kiss to Nikki's full cerise lips. They both moaned and pressed hungrily against 
each other, arms coiling around backs, hips and over hot flesh. 


"Andrew," Nikki shuddered in Andrew's arms. 


"Mmm," Andrew sucked the sensitive spot below Nikki's ear and skimmed the bulge in his jeans, eliciting a moan. 
Nikki pressed Andrew against the fridge and kissed him deeply and feverishly, his fingers unzipping Andrew's 
denims and releasing his cock He thumbed the weeping head and rubbed the precum over Andrew's rock hard 


flesh. 


Andrew responded with a husky moan and sucked in Nikki's tongue, his hand reaching into Nikki's briefs. He 
daubed the glistening precum over Nikki's aching erection and started to pump him in a steady, sinuous 
rhythm. Nikki pressed harder into Andrew as he stroked him faster and furiously to orgasm. When he felt 
Nikki trembling on the cusp, he kissed and sucked his neck. Nikki came with a deep throaty moan, his release 


gushing in hot rivulets over Andrew's palm and onto his own jeans. 


Andrew licked Nikki's seed from his hand and Nikki smiled approvingly. "Taught you well," he murmured into 


Andrew's ear and sucked in the lobe. 


Andrew shivered and tugged Nikki's hair. Nikki chuckled and lifted Andrew's shirt over his head. He gave him a 
scorching kiss and sucked and nibbled his way down Andrew's chest. Then he kneeled before him and gave 


Andrew's cock an excruciatingly slow long lick Andrew's head fell back and he moaned, his fingers digging into 


Nikki's hair. 
"Fuck," James rasped, crept back upstairs and got in the shower. 


Nikki sucked Andrew's cock in a slow and steady rhythm. Then he held the base of his shaft and suckled the 
taut balls, while simultaneously pumping the slick cock. Andrew moaned and whimpered above him. Nikki knew he 
wouldn't last much longer and figured it was time to end the teasing. He took Andrew's full length into his 
mouth and sucked him hard and fast. Andrew came in jolts and spasms as Nikki deepthroated him, crying out 
as he shot his hot load into Nikki's throat again and again. And again. 


Nikki swallowed every drop and held him firmly in place. But the moment Nikki let go, Andrew staggered to the 


floor in a boneless heap. 


"Fuck," he sucked in air. "How do you do that?" 
‘lm just that fucking good,” Nikki smiled. "Experience. I'll show you. Shit, the cobbler!" 
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They gazed into each other's eyes as they drank coffee and ate peach cobbler in silence, their faces a canvas 


of blissed-out contentedness. 


"Nikki," Andrew sipped the coffee. "I know | promised not to ask any questions last night, but | don't think | can 


honour that promise. It's not fair." 

Nikki half-shrugged in resignation. "Think you know the score." 

Andrew glared. "Where is he?" 

Nikki looked at him. "Look, Mercy. I've already been through this with James and | don't have the energy to 
stave off another fucking blood feud. | know you wanna kill him. James--who FYI is taking the longest fucking 
shower known to man--has already volunteered to blow Tommy's brains out. That's not what | want." 
Andrew threw the fork on the table. "So that's it? He gets away with it?" 

Silence. 

Five years." 

"What?" 

"We were together five years before he turned violent. Five perfect, tender years. He fucking saved my life on 
countless occasions. And | mean that literally. | can't tell you how many times he found me half-dead with a 
needle in my arm. Tommy yanked me out of hell. You didn't know me in those days. | was a fucking mess.” 

| remember hearing that you overdosed in London. A week after we met." 

Nikki scraped cobber around the plate. "Yeah." 


"Why? You seemed..| don't know, okay." 


"Dude we spent a few hours in the woods talking about Turner and Rossetti and myths and legends. You didn't 
know shit about my life.” 


Andrew heaved a sigh. "So what happened? When did things change?" 


Nikki pushed the plate away. 

"Last year," he flicked a wisp of hair from his eyes. "We were fucking. He punched me. | thought it was funny. 
You know | like it rough, didn't think anything of it. But the next morning, as | was blowing him in the shower, 
he strangled me. It went too far. That's when | realised that something had changed. Then he beat Vince up 


real bad" 


"Shit." 

"That was the beginning of the end for those two. He seemed remorseful after that. Until it happened again. 
Some legal dispute with the record company. He was pissed off and paranoid. Thought me and Vince were 
conspiring against him, withholding royalties, shit like that. He lashed into me with a fury I'd never seen before." 


"And thats when he started seeing a therapist" 


"Yeah," Nikki nodded. "Went really well, for like two sessions. Then he stopped going and well, you know the rest. 
He needs help Andrew. l'm not gonna damn him for it." 


"As long as you don't damn yourself in the process." 

Nikki snorted. "Tommy knows the score. He crossed the line" 

"| see that," Andrew touched Nikki's face, his fingers lingering over a fading welt. 
"He almost raped me." 

Andrew froze. 

Nikki looked at him. "I know what you're thinking. | know what you want to do." 
Andrew stood up. "No. That's-" 

"Like | said, he crossed the line. We're dealing with it." 

Andrew kicked the chair over and stood in front of the window. 

Nikki sighed. "Mercy." 

"Where is he?" Andrew growled, his back to Nikki. 

If you and | have any chance of working out, you are going to have to trust me." 


"HOW CAN YOU EXPECT ME TO SIT BACK AND DO NOTHING!" 


"Because | asked you to. Its as simple as that." 

Andrew shook his head in exasperation. 

"The only reason | told you is because | don't think | can," Nikki paused. "For a while." 
Andrew heaved a sigh and returned to the table, his eyes boring plaintively into Nikki's. 


| am desperately in love with you. I'll do anything you say," he held Nikki's hand. "Just, Christ. Just tell me you 


changed the locks and Tommy won't be out any time soon" 

Nikki grinned. "Love, huh?" 

"Fuck off," Andrew let go of Nikki's hand and blushed. 

Nikki laughed. “Dude | baked for you. That's about as close to a declaration | get 
They beamed at each other. 


Nikki looked at his watch. "Ah, shit. Okay, | gotta tell you some stuff before Izzy gets here and James is done 


jacking off in my shower." 
"More revelations, Nikki? | don't think | can take it." 


"Suck it up dude. Izzy is leaving Guns N' Roses. His lawyers are working day and night to find a loophole but 
he's contractually obligated to Geffen. The guys haven't a clue." 


"But why won't he just tell them?" 


"In the middle of their biggest ever tour? ‘Use Your Illusion’ is raking in millions. They're totally sold out and 


adding new dates every fucking day." 

"Shit." 

"That's not all man," Nikki chuckled. "Guns and Metallica are co-headlining a concert tour in a few months. When 
Izzy leaves, and it's only a matter of time, they're going to have to find a replacement and that'll mess up not 


only GNR but Metallica's schedule, too. He and James are buds. It's killing Izzy not being able to tell him, or 
Duff for that matter. But he can't tell them without all hell breaking loose." 


Andrew rubbed his temples. "And | thought my band was complicated." 


Nikki snorted. "Right? Makes me feel all warm and fuzzy about Motley Crue." 


They laughed 
"So wait, I'm not supposed to know?" 

‘Nope’ 

"Then why the fuck did you tell me?" 

"Dude, | can't keep that shit inside!” 

"So | had to know but l'm not supposed to know." 


"Uh huh," Nikki grinned. "Fuck, there are rumours about Izzy leaving but no one knows that he's already 
halfway out the door and about to cause Guns N' Roses and very possibly Metallica serious fucking damage." 


Andrew shook his head. 
Then the intercom buzzed. 


And then James thundered down the stairs. 


Warriors On The Edge OF Time 


"Hey. l'm Izzy. Nice to meet ya." 
"Hello!" Andrew smiled. "Oh sorry. Andrew. Eldritch." 


Izzy smirked. "| know who you are man, l'm a big fan When Nikki told me you guys hooked up | was stoked. 
Great work on ‘Vision Thing'" 


"Thank you. | admired your work on.ehm..well," he gulped. "Sod it. | can't stand Axl's nasal screeching. Always 
put me off Guns N' Roses. Sorry mate." 


"Don't sweat it dude," Izzy chuckled. "James, you tailing me or something?" 
"Sup Iz," James grinned. "We totally crashed your party, huh?" 


"Nah," Izzy looked at Andrew. "Dude, you got a sweet motor out there. | have a ‘64 Eldorado front fender. 
What's the horsepower? Is it a V8?" 


"Yeah, Puts out over 375" 
"Fuck," James scowled. "My Chev's only good for about 240!" 

"We gonna measure our dicks next?" Nikki asked. "Cause Im down with that" 
They laughed. 

Izzy licked his lips. "Anyone else's throat feel really fuckin’ dry?" 


"As the Sahara," Andrew smiled. "But unfortunately we drank the place dry last night. Where's the nearest off 


licence, Nik?" 

James frowned. "Liquor store? C'mon, I'll join you and pay for it myself" 

"Like l'm gonna let you restock my bar," Nikki scoffed. "Let me get some cash." 
"| got it, Sixx." 


"Well, | ain't offering to buy shit," Izzy smiled. "So I'll let you guys hammer it out while | take a leak. Just get 


me some bourbon and Stoli." 


Andrew's eyes lit up. "That's my favourite vodka!" 


"Yeah? Great taste in cars and booze. If it doesn't work out between you and Nikki, look me up, man. Promise | 


won't make you listen to my band" 

Andrew blinked. 

"Oh dude, you gotta loosen up!" 

They laughed. Izzy shook his head and climbed the stairs. 

"Keys," James demanded. 

"We're driving my car? Cool." 

"No, man. I'm driving your car." 

Andrew chuckled. "Sure, I'll go get them. 

James flashed Nikki a toothy grin. "Might get some Drano while we're out." 
"Dirty fucker," Nikki chortled. "That was the longest shower known to man" 
"Let's just say | was inspired." 

Nikki gaped. "You walked in on us?" 


"Oh yeah," James laughed. "And Nikki, if it doesn't work out between you two, you fucking look me up! That was 


some beautiful work | witnessed.” 

Nikki blushed. 

James frowned. "Is that a blush, Sixx? Have | actually made you blush?" 

Andrew breezed down the stairs and handed James the keys. "Ready?" 

"Uh huh," James smirked at Nikki. 
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Izzy strummed ‘Crawling King Snake’ on the acoustic. Without warning, Nikki grabbed the guitar and flung it on 


the sofa. Then he flopped down right on top of Izzy, interweaved his right leg between Izzy's legs and 


whispered in his ear. 


‘Mommy and daddy are gone." 

Izzy's head fell against the backrest as he laughed. 
"Wanna play?" 

"Shit," he chuckled and pushed Nikki away. "Whatcha got?" 
"Speed. Coke. Rock. Meth, but | don't wanna do that shit. Some MDA" 
"Sounds good" 

"What sounds good Iz? Wanna do it all?" 

"Let's do some blow." 

"Coming up," Nikki stood up. 

"Wait," Izzy pulled him down. "Crack, huh?" 

Nikki smiled. 

Izzy bit his nails. "Fuck" 

"Wanna hit the rock?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cool." 
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James furrowed his brow as he studied the trunk of Andrew's vehicle. It was packed to the brim, to say 


nothing of the seven cases of beer on the passenger seat. 
"Think that's enough?" 

"Well mate, | don't think she can take any more” 

They got in the car. James put the keys in the ignition and eased out of the car park 


Andrew turned the radio on. He flipped through the stations and stumbled upon some gospel station just long 
enough to hear: "Do not be tempted by the devil's fire water, for it is the liquid that fuels the inferno!" 


"Could murder a bottle of fire water right now." 
"Turn that shit off." James frowned. 


Andrew chuckled and flipped through the stations again until he hit the unmistakable opening licks of the Rolling 
Stones ‘Sway’. 


"Score." 

"Oh hell yeah. Now you're talking," James grinned. "Crank it up man" 

It was shortly after 3pm when they drove down Malibu Canyon Road and turned left onto West Channel Islands 
Blvd. They sped down the freeway with the ocean on their right and the Santa Monica Mountains to their left 
until they hit Highway 10l. 

A few moments later, James shot Andrew a glance. "You ready?" 

"Mm hire." 

"Let's do this." 
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Izzy placed a small piece of steel wool at one end of the tube and put the rock on the other side of the filter. 


"Been a while since I've done this." 

"You mean smoke crack?" 

"Cooking up and shit" 

"Got another straight shooter somewhere." 
"S'cool. Got a bottle of water, Nik?" 


"Good idea," Nikki hopped away to the kitchen and came back with a bottle of Evian. "So what are we listening 


to?" 
"Don't want that kind of responsibility.” 
"Oh, | know!" 


Izzy snorted. "Put on something angry and die.” 


Nikki smiled and flipped through his vinyls. 

"l'm serious, man. Don't wanna hear Skid Row." 

"How about ‘Appetite for Destruction?" 

"Fuck you." 

"Ah, found what | was looking for," Nikki retrieved a record and put it on. 
"Better not be fuckin’ Pantera” 

"Dude when have | ever listened to Pantera?" 


Nikki threw a few cushions on the carpet and sat down next to Izzy, who fastened the cylinder and handed the 
pipe to Nikki. 


"Here. You take the first hit." 

The spacey rising intro to Rainbow's ‘Tarot Woman’ filled the room and Izzy's eyes widened. "Oh my God, Sixx." 
"Feeling it?" 

"That was fucking inspired," Izzy took the pipe. "Changed my mind." 

Nikki laughed and shook his head. 


Izzy heated the pipe from below. It produced a creamy, wispy vapour which he inhaled into his lungs. Then he 
handed the pipe to Nikki. 


Seconds later a luminous smile swept over Izzy's face. 
Nikki exhaled and put the pipe down. 


"Tfh HF HF. Th ttf HF Th HF tf," Izzy fretted his fingers around an imaginary guitar and mirrored 
the chords that Ritchie Blackmore was playing in the background. 


Nikki lowered his head. "Haaaaaaaaaa" 
ily . ily 
Szhwaaaaaaaaaaaaaacaaaaaaaaaay. Flyi n. 


Nikki smiled dreamily and his eyes fluttered shut. "I can see God" 


"Is he playing a guitar?" 
"Dude, he is a guitar." 
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Andrew looked into Tommy's haunted eyes. The sun soaked up the scintillating depths of golden brown as 


Tommy tilted his head at him. 
"Good to see you." 


Andrew motioned to the patio doors. "Shall we go for a walk? Its such a beautiful, sunny day. | don't see many 


of them in Germany: 

"Sure," Tommy nodded 

They strolled along a footpath as leaves rustled in harmony with the kindling. Andrew studied Tommy's 
statuesque form. He wondered how he managed to look so good in what must have been one of the worst 
hours of his life. He expected Tommy to look tired. Haggard. Pallid. Anything but the bronzed Grecian god who 
walked beside him. One thing had changed, though. Tommy's easy shit-eating grin was gone. 

"So how are you?" 

Tommy shrugged and shoved his hands in his pockets. "You know" 

"| don't, actually. Tell me” 

"Detox's a bitch. But," he sighed. "Something's shifted" 

"Oh?" 

"The world has slowed down | spend a lot of time thinking. Meditating” 

Andrew shot him an incredulous look Tommy didn't notice. 

"How is he?" 


"A little sad, but coping well." 


Tommy stopped by a hedgerow and leaned against it. He lifted his hands to his face and rubbed his temples in 


slow, circular motions. 


"Give me a moment." 


Andrew furrowed his brow. He placed a hand on Tommy's shoulder and squeezed it gently. Tommy looked at 


him. 

"Just do it," he sighed 

"Do what?" 

"I know you wanna knock my teeth in. Lets get it over with." 


Andrew's hand dropped. He exhaled slowly and walked backwards a few paces, his eyes never leaving Tommy's. 
"Promised Nikki | wouldn't," he turned and continued walking. 


Tommy followed him into a sun-drenched grove. The earth below them exuded a low tapering mist that edged 


towards a dark thicket of gnarled yews. Twigs shook and snapped as they navigated the timbered path. 
"Where the fuck are we going?" 

Andrew walked ahead in silence. 

And then he stopped dead. 

"Eldritch?" 

"Im not going to touch you," Andrew faced him 


"That's a shame," Tommy smiled sadly. "Can't tell you how many times | thought about our night together in 


London" 
Leaves snapped behind a yew. 
"Er, nothing actually happened, Tommy." 


Tommy arched a brow. "C'mon man. If Nikki wouldn't have walked in on us you would have been on your knees 


within seconds, Oxford. You know that." 
A fist coiled around the yew behind Tommy. 
Andrew swallowed. "Look Tommy, we were on coke. It got out of hand" 


"Dude," he narrowed his eyes. "Why do you look so uncomfortable?" 


"| wouldn't want anyone to get the wrong idea 


Tommy crossed his arms. "Right," he said sarcastically. "So you lead me behind the fucking woodshed but you 
don't wanna fight, or fuck. What happens now?" 


"You tell me. How do | know you're never going to hurt Nikki again? What guarantees do | have beyond your 
word, which quite frankly, means absolutely bugger all." 


"Because l'm done." 

"You're done." 

"Uh huh." 

"You're done hurting Nikki." 

"Yeah." 

Andrew smirked. "Just like that.” 

"What the fuck you want me to say? I'm done, okay? Next time | feel like smashing something up I'll throw a 
plate. It's a family tradition. Nikki is my soulmate. He is my brother. Granted, in a fucked up incestuous kind of 
way. But fuck. | love him. | don't have your fancy vocabulary to describe how deeply | care about him, but | do. 
I've got some shit to work through and I'm doing it. I'm taking responsibility. I'm taking the reins. | won't hurt 
Nikki again because l'm done doing that shit. Period” 

Andrew sighed and looked away. "Okay." 

"So we're good?" 


Andrew shrugged. 


Tommy was slammed onto the yew and his head cracked sickeningly against the bark. Tommy gasped as 


ribbons of blood bloomed over his face. "HEY PAL!" 
"James, come on. We're done here." 


"So Crue's on a three-month hiatus, huh?" James snarled at Tommy. "They say that's how long it takes to 


recover from a broken arm. Wanra test that theory?" 
"James! Let go of him." 


"Fuck you Hetfield!" Tommy roared and swung his fist into James who ducked away and bashed him in the nose. 


Andrew pried them apart. "Enough!" 


Tommy bared his teeth. James dived at Tommy but Andrew managed to shove him away. "| SAID, ENOUGH! 


James, wait for me in the car. Now!" 


‘Five minutes, Eldritch, or | swear to God!" then he jabbed a finger at Tommy. "TOUCH NIKKI AGAIN AND I'LL 
RIP YOUR FUCKING THROAT OUT!" 


"Yeah yeah. Go back to the swamp you fucking redneck." 


James almost turned around to take another swipe at Tommy but gritted his teeth and stormed out of the 
coppice. Andrew leaned back against the tree and rubbed his face. 


Tommy took a deep breath and shook his head. "Don't feel bad, Oxford,” he sighed. "Hetfield and | have a 
history. You okay? 


Andrew peered at him between the slits in his fingers. 

Tommy gave him a small smile. 

"Sorry about the ambush." 

Tommy snorted. "Please, | had it coming. Always said that Hetfield missed his true calling as a bouncer." 
Andrew chuckled and shook his head. "What is it with you two?" 

They began to walk back to the clinic. 

"Humph," Tommy clenched his jaw. "He always hated my friendship with Mustaine. | always resented his 
friendship with Nikki. Gave me a lot of shit in the old days about the make-up and image. Then he made a pass 
at Heather, when we were dating." 

‘| see," Andrew smiled. 

‘It ain't funny, Oxford” 

"Oh yes it is." 

"Why?" 


"Don't you get it," Andrew chuckled. "You're really not that different! Yeah, different styles maybe. But you're 
both king rats. You're used to calling the shots and getting exactly what you want, when you want it. He's 


pissed off that you chummed up with his nemesis. You're pissed off because he and Nikki are bros. It's a 


classic case of territorial pissings. That's why you rub each other the wrong way." 
"Hmmm." 


"Tommy," Andrew stopped by the gate. "Look, I'd really appreciate it if you didn't mention our little visit to 
Nikki." 


"What am | a snitch? Don't worry.’ 
They said their goodbyes. 


Moments later Andrew emerged into the car park and got in the Cadillac. James glared at him. Andrew sighed 
and doubled over, clasping his head in his hands. 


"So is there something you wanna tell me?" James scowled, 
Andrew muttered to himself. 

"Gonna need another shower." 

"Why?" 


"Covered in dirt and shit. Some of Tommy's blood. Fuck, how am | going to explain a second fucking shower to 


Nikki?" 

"Why the fuck would you need to explain a shower to Nikki?" 
"Caught you two making out earlier today," James wiggled his brow. 
Andrew issued a muffled groan. "Don't wanna know dude." 

"Did you just say dude?" 

Another muffled groan. 

"Fuck," James started the car. "The apocalypse is nigh." 
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Nikki and Izzy were sprawled on their backs, stoned out of their skulls. The crack was followed closely by 


Moroccan hash. Hawkwind was the natural continuum. 


"Warriors on the edge of time," Izzy murmured. 


"Mmmmmmmm," Nikki tried to get up and stumbled to his knees. "Shit," he laughed. "How much did we fucking 


smoke?" 
lzzy stretched his limbs. "Till we could smoke no more." 


Nikki looked at the clock. But it shot long tendrils at him and began to morph into a medusa before his eyes. 
"Fuck." 


‘lm tripping. But ya know what?" Izzy stood up, using the table for support. "I'm ready to tell people that I'm 


leaving Guns N' Roses." 
"Good for you. Drugs are always the answer." 


"Uh huh," Izzy chuckled and retrieved the acoustic from the sofa "Let's write a song, Nik Something about the 


Mississippi. Oh man, I'm starving." 

"Me too." 

"Let's get pizza. I'll drive." 

"| don't think so." 

"But | want pizza. l'm cool to drive. Hey, listen to this." 
Nikki smiled. "I can feel the Delta rippling my toes." 
"Why do | always go back to the blues?" 

‘Izzy, you are the blues." 

"Yeah. | am the blues." 

"Somebody should pay me to come up with this shit." 
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"Let me fuck you." 

Andrew chuckled and ruffled Nikki's hair. "Nix, I'm not into that" 


"C'mon man, feels amazing. You know how | get when you do it to me." 


"Yeah, but I'm not ready to have your knob in my arse." 

Nikki laughed. "An asshole is an asshole." 

"That's lovely." 

"C'mon. Let me put my knob in your bloody asshole, mate. It'll feel trippy." 


"Let me get this straight. Besides murdering my vernacular, you want to put your dick in my ‘asshole’ and it'll 


be ‘trippy’. Nikki, you're really not selling it to me." 


Nikki held his stomach and laughed silently as he rolled between the sheets and almost fell off the bed. "Mercy, 
| think l'm stoned." 


"You are. Let's put you to sleep." 
"What am | a diseased horse?" 


Andrew sighed. 


Gods And Mortals 


London, September 19 


They were led through a foggy dark tunnel before emerging into a scene of gods and mortals, gloomy ruins, 
obelisks and flower-wreathed classical temples. 


"Mercy," Nikki whispered. "| want to draw that," he pointed to a Corinthian column. 


"Peter," Andrew beckoned the tour guide. "Would you mind terribly if Nikki and | hung about for a while? We'll 
catch up with you later." 


"By all means. See you in a bit" 


Andrew turned to Nikki, who was already sitting on the floor illustrating. His face was drawn in concentration 


as he sketched rows of acanthus leaves and flowers. 
"Oh man," Nikki sighed. "I'm drawing a fucking gorgon again" 


Andrew grinned as Nikki drew snakes twisting out of the medusa head. "lm surprised you haven't inked 


yourself with one of those yet." 

"Give me time," he chuckled. 

Andrew walked around the set and smoothed his hand around an lonic pillar. The Museum of London had always 
been Andrew's favourite. Smaller and more intimate than the Brit, he could spend hours strolling around the 
galleries and losing himself in the exhibitions. Inspired by the sublime, it was the closest he would come to 
experiencing a time machine. But it wasn't just the installations. Andrew appreciated the wistful, knowingly- 
caustic tribute to a Britain that was no more. To the England of lionhearted tartan lancers, and furious 
Berserker warriors. The plunge pools, boating lakes, banqueting houses and bowling greens filled Andrew with 
maudlin melancholy. 

"You love it here," Nikki mused, jolting Andrew out of reverie. 

Andrew nodded. "Yeah. It's always been my favourite museum." 

"Not the museum," Nikki shaded an abacus. "England." 


"Humph," Andrew scoffed. "Loved it so much that | left." 


Nikki looked at him and smiled. Then his smile faded. "You never talk about that." 


"Nothing to talk about. Do you like Vorticism?" 
"Sounds like a perversion. So yeah, | probably do." 


Andrew chuckled and shook his head. "It's an art movement, Nikki. First World War. An angrier, edgier version 
of Cubism." 


"Wait so if Cubism is Metallica, Vorticism is Megadeth?" 

"What a wonderful analogy. Perfectly apposite." 

"Perfectly apposite," Nikki imitated Andrew's drawl. "im Andrew, and l'm apposite." 

"So do you fancy going to an exhibition or not? It's at the Tate Britain" 

"Did the Tate yesterday, man" 

"No, that was the Tate Modern. This is the Tate Britain, which is a million times better." 

"Sure, | wanna see this edgy Megadeth art." 

"| get a little angry when people say they've done all the museums in London and they list off the Tate 
Modern, National Gallery and the British Museum," he shook his head. "There's so much more out there! Go to 
fucking Saatchi. Go to the Museum of London. And for godsake, come to the Tate Britain!" 


"You're a trip dude. Like having BBC America on tap." 


"You'll love it, Nikki. Blake, Turner, Hogarth and Constable. A few Sickerts, but the collection of Turners and 


Constables can't be matched." 

"Oh man," Nikki whined. "You and your motherfucking Turner!" 
"Waterhouse's Lady of Shalott is stunning. As well as Millais’ Ophelia." 

"Now you're talking. Fucked up suicidal chicks are more my thing.’ 

Andrew sat on the floor beside Nikki. "So we're going yeah?" 

"Tomorrow," Nikki sighed. "Fuckin! brown boats and vomit skies. Hate Turner." 
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Andrew poured oil into his palm and warmed it by rubbing it between his hands. He spread it over Nikki's back 


with long, light strokes and smoothed it over his shoulders and neck area. He placed one hand on Nikki's lower 
back and put his other hand over it. With arms extended, he began making small circles by going up and down 
Nikki's back. 


"Mmmmmmm.." 


Andrew stayed on one side of Nikki's spine, repeated and alternated his hands with a windshield wiper motion 


"Too hard?" 

Nikki moaned. "I'm getting too hard. Can | turn around?" 
"No." 

"Come on, man. Let's fuck" 

"You need to learn how to control your libido." 

"Are you fucking kidding me?" 


"No," Andrew smiled and formed his hands into loose fists. With his arms straight and his knuckles and fingers 
in contact with Nikki's back, he slid and rubbed in upward motions over his shoulders. 


Nikki breathed deeply. "God, that feels incredible." 


"Mm hm," Andrew extended his thumb to make upward strokes between Nikki's shoulder blades. "See, no need 
to rush into anything." 


"But | really wanna fuck," Nikki tried to turn over. 


Andrew held him in place and draped himself over Nikki, leisurely grinding his backside. Nikki moaned and twirled 


his right arm over Andrew's head and into his hair. 
"You're rock hard, Mercy,” Nikki groaned. "Come on 
Andrew kissed Nikki's neck. "Sure you're up to it?” 
"Ive been ‘up to it for fifteen minutes now." 


Andrew tugged Nikki's hair as he continued to kiss, suck and nibble his nape. It was Nikki's kryptonite, and he 


writhed and whimpered under Andrew's ministrations. 


"God," Andrew moaned and got off Nikki. "I'm going to explode." 


Nikki turned over and pulled Andrew on top of him. "God, we haven't even touched each other's dicks yet," he 
tore Andrew's underwear off. Their lips meshed in a fiery kiss and they rocked and pressed into each other as 
a tempest surged between them. 

"Nix," Andrew sucked in air. 

"Let's stop for a moment," Nikki breathed. "Fuck! Feel like I'm lb again" 

Andrew lay on the bed and rubbed his face. 

"So how's the control thing working out for you?" Nikki laughed. "Fuck that shit" 

Andrew groaned. "It's because we haven't fucked in so long.” 

"Dude, its not my fault you had to leave LA. so soon after you arrived." 

"Well | had to do the festival and Top Of The Pops, Nix. You know that." 

"Yeah, and you kicked ass. Now could you please fuck me. Or let me do you?" 

"Christ, Nikki. Not that again," he sighed. "It's not like you ever fucked Tommy." 

Nikki chortled. "Oh yeah? Course | fucking did!" 

"And?" 

"And what? Wanna call him for a recommendation?" 


Andrew rolled his eyes. "That's not what | bloody meant. Just wondered whether you knew what you were 
doing and also why you're pressing for this all of a sudden" 


Nikki shot him an incredulous look. "You did not just say that! Who the fuck taught you to do it?" Nikki plonked 
the telephone on the bed and dialled a number. "Speak to Tom." 


"Nikki!" Andrew sat up. 

"Know what l'm fuckin’ doing," he shook his head. "Fucking taught you everything you know, fucker. Hey hun," 
Nikki grinned. "Wassup? Yeah l'm having a great time. Tommy there? Oh he's in bed with you, huh?" he 
chuckled. "Yeah, thanks. Seeya soon babe." 


"Bloody hell." 


"Hey man, how's life out of the orange overalls?" Nikki grinned. "I bet! So listen, I'll cut to the chase. | wanna nail 


Mercy, but he doesn't think | know what l'm doing,” Nikki giggled. "I know, right? Could you please just fucking 
tell him how great | am? Thanks, I'll call ya tomorrow about other shit," Nikki passed the receiver to Andrew. 


Andrew winced. "Hello." 


Tommy laughed. "Oh man, this is too fucking funny. So what's the problem, Oxford? You don't trust Nikki to be 
gentle? Afraid you'll like it? Affront to your manliness and shit?" 


"Crickey," Andrew rubbed his chin. 
"Cause it's all bullshit. Feels incredible, and Nikki is out of this world" 
"Hmmm." 


"C'mon man, talk to me," he chuckled. "Okay look, just tell Sixx to adios for a moment and then tell me exactly 


what you're thinking.” 

"Nikki, do you mind?" 

He smiled and left the room. 
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They spent the morning exploring Westminster and the Houses of Parliament before having a picnic on a 
stretch of greenery along the Thames. 


"So Mercy," Nikki lit a cigarette. "You ever gonna tell me why you moved to Germany?" 

Andrew shrugged. "I like Germany. Always felt an affinity with the place. Read Novalis as a teen. Then | went to 
Oxford to read German literature and philosophy. Fell in love with Schopenhauer. One day | started to read 
‘Siddhartha’ in German, and it hit me." 

Nikki looked at him through a trail of smoke. "What?" 

"| belonged there." 


Nikki watched a family kayaking on the river. "That's not all, though. Is it?" 


Andrew poured hot tea out of a flask "Just never fitted in," he murmured. "Look," he fired up a Marlboro. 


"You wouldn't understand. You're American." 


"Right," Nikki scoffed and shook his head. "Fuck you." 


Its a class thing. Britain is a class-ridden society. Its a staple of the British way of life. We have poverty in 


our council estates and toffery on our country estates. | opt out." 
"But you went to Oxford” 


"Exactly!" Andrew snapped suddenly. "| went to Oxford. And its been the thorn in my side ever since. I'm 


working class, Nikki. My lot were farmers and labourers” 

"What the fuck does that have to do with anything?" 

Andrew chuckled humourlessly. "Like | said. You don't get it! 

"So explain it to me. And try not to be so goddamn condescending’ 


"| don't want to talk about my experiences at Oxford. Suffice it to say that they scarred me. When | was sent 


down, | went home for a few months, before going to Leeds." 

"More college?" 

"Yeah, it's where | formed the Sisters of Mercy," Andrew blew out smoke. "We holed up in a grotty studio in 
Seacroft to record our first EP. Def Leppard were recording ‘Pyromania’. Echo € the Bunnymen were there. 
Crazy fucking times." 

"Wish | knew you in those days." 

Andrew smiled. "Me too." 


eR 


They descended the twisty, windy stairs to the permanent galleries. Nikki admired Whistler's ‘Nocturne’ series 
and the mythical works of the Pre-Raphoelites. 


"| want to dissolve into that painting," Nikki gazed at a William Blake. "Seen it in countless books. Hell, | own a 


reproduction. But seeing the real thing is overwhelming.” 
"Tate Britain is where it's at" 
‘lm not seeing the Turners, Mercy." 


"Did you know that The Turner Prize, the world's most recognised and prestigious award for contemporary art, 


has been featured here for years?" 


"Uh huh. Fucking told me a million times," Nikki grinned. "Look, go jerk off to the Turners. I'll have a drink. God 


knows a bar can do wonders for a staid atmosphere." 
"Cheeky bugger." 
"Hm, does that mean you'll let me bugger you later?" 


Andrew laughed. "Ill make a deal with you. Come to the Turner gallery and let me show you what | find so 
extraordinary about his art. Then I'll let you fuck me." 


Nikki's lips parted as a huge smile spread across his face. "You got yourself a deal.” 


eR 


Nikki inserted the CD into the stereo and pressed play. ‘Gambler’ by Whitesnake filled the hotel suite. Andrew 
grinned and stubbed out the joint he was smoking. Then he pressed his cock down on his thigh and stroked it 


lazily over his jeans. 


"A day of art and culture followed by a night of lust," he murmured. "To say nothing of Whitesnake. Fuck, Nix. | 
could get used to this." 


Nikki watched Andrew stroke himself and smiled. "Mmmmmm, that's hot. What would Coverdale say about you 


jerking off to his music?" 
"Knowing David, he'd fucking love it." 
Nikki laughed and took his clothes off. 


He sat on his knees beside the sofa Andrew was sprawled in and opened his legs. He reached up, undid the 
button on this top of his jeans, took hold of the zipper and slowly lowered it. Andrew smiled and lifted off the 
sofa slightly so that Nikki could pull down his jeans and briefs. As they reached Andrew's mid-thigh, his dick 
sprang up out of them and slapped against his stomach. Nikki ripped the jeans down to Andrew's ankles and 
reached up to grasp Andrew's cock. He slowly stroked it up and down. A pearl of precum began to ooze from 
the head and he leaned forward to lick it up. Andrew moaned and shuddered. Nikki took Andrew's cock into his 
mouth. It was like a hot piece of iron covered in velvet. He worked his tongue along the underside and sucked 


hard. 
"Fuck yes," Andrew licked his lips. "Just like that.” 


Nikki used his right hand to stroke Andrew's cock while he sucked and fondled his balls with the left. Andrew 
gasped and arched into him. Nikki stopped massaging the balls and brought his right hand up to his mouth. 
Andrew moaned and thrashed. Nikki knew that he was close and didn't want Andrew to come yet. So he held 
the base of his shaft between his thumb and index finger, and squeezed hard. 


"Ow, fucking hell!" 

"You're not coming yet.” 

"Why?" Andrew groaned in frustration. 

"Because you'll be coming harder than a monsoon later on" 


Nikki got up and motioned to the bed. Andrew followed him and lay back on the soft cool sheets, propped up on 
his elbows. 


"Wait, you're not going to just plonk it in me are you?" 
"Nope," Nikki laughed. "Try to relax." 


He kissed and nibbled Andrew's inner thighs while pumping him in a slow, deliberate fashion. Nikki's ministrations 
were having the desired effect on Andrew, who was moaning and writhing above him. Nikki licked his middle 
finger, coating it with saliva, and then went back to sucking Andrew's cock, taking it as deep as he could. He 
lowered his left hand to Andrew's balls and circled his ass with his slick digit before ever so slowly pushing it 
into Andrew's ass. Andrew groaned. Then Nikki inserted two fingers and moved in and out of him in a teasing, 


tormenting rhythm. 
"Feels good, huh?" 
"Yeah," Andrew breathed. 


"That's what | like to hear," Nikki chuckled. "This might hurt a little, bear with it," Nikki kissed the tip of 
Andrew's shaft and inserted a third digit. 


Andrew whimpered and arched his back, but Nikki continued to lunge his fingers in and out of him. He gradually 
increased the speed until Andrew's soft whimpers gave way to a long, throaty moan. It was time to move on 


to something else. 


He withdrew from Andrew and grabbed the vial of oil from the nightstand. Andrew looked at him with big blue 


eyes under a mass of wild black tresses. 

"Gorgeous fucker,” Nikki smiled. 

Andrew smiled back and watched Nikki coat his rock hard flesh with the oil. Then Nikki rubbed the oil into 
Andrew's hole and fucked him again with his fingers. This time, Andrew lifted his ass to meet Nikki's 


ministrations with a rasping moan. 


Nikki pulled himself over Andrew and pressed a passionate kiss to his lips. Their kiss was a deep and frantic 


exploration of desire that left them both winded. 

‘lm going to fuck you now," Nikki murmured in his ear. "Any objections?" 

"Go for it," Andrew ran his fingers down Nikki's sleeve tattoo and chest, and then tweaked his nipple. That was 
too much, and Nikki permeated the ring of muscle with a keening moan. Andrew gasped and dug his fingernails 
into Nikki's back 


"Shhh," Nikki rocked and thrust into him gently, each time pushing a little deeper. 


When Andrew began to meet Nikki's thrusts and arched into him eagerly, Nikki fucked him in a slow and easy 


cadence that grew faster and harder with each plunge. 
"We good?" Nikki began to pump Andrew's dick. 


He moaned in response. Nikki thrust into him, this time going all the way. Andrew cried out and trembled 
underneath him, almost pushing Nikki over the edge. 


"What was," Andrew gasped. "Oh, God" 

But Nikki was riding his own rapture and too far gone to communicate. 

Instead, he gave Andrew a wet kiss while fucking him deeper and harder, hitting his prostate with every single 
thrust. They tore moans and whimpers from Andrew's throat and an almighty rush of high-octane lust from 
his own. They writhed and slammed into each other until Andrew cried out and filled the space between them 


with torpid emissions of hot, sticky come, launching Nikki into his own violent orgasm as he moaned and 


shuddered and shot his release deep inside Andrew. 

And then they collapsed in a sated, sweaty mess of kisses. 
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The next day Andrew and Nikki took a trip to the sprawling New Forest. They walked along a timbered path of 
high-rising sage and eucalyptus. The foggy mists swirled around them in a dreamlike haze while twigs snapped 
as they navigated the terrain 

"Mercy," Nikki sighed. “These last few days have been magic." 

"They have." 

‘Its been great to just hang, you know? Go to galleries, have a beer on the Thames. Go to musty old 


bookshops, plague pits and ancient ruins. | know that if Motley Crue goes to shit, I'll be okay. Because | have my 
art. | have you. | have crazy fucking friends who won't let me drown. That's all that matters." 


"Hear hear," Andrew smiled. "It's been like a fairy-tale, hasn't it? Away from the white noise, the dramas and 
constant flood of people." 


Nikki laughed. "I know. Fuck, think we spent more time alone together these last few days than the entire five 


months we've been seeing each other." 

Andrew stopped by an ancient oak and pulled Nikki to him. They kissed slowly and deeply. After a time, they 
continued to follow the deer trods while towering evergreens formed an open roof above him. They edged a 
path into a sun-drenched glade overlooking green valleys interspersed with lakes and copses. 

"This place," Nikki furrowed his brow and looked around him. "Could have sworn |.." 


Andrew smiled. 


Nikki's eyes darted from Andrew to the glade. There, to his left, was a grove with two ancient yews. Nikki's 
breath caught in his chest. He gasped, heart thumping in his chest. 


"You brought me to..This is the wood." 

"Where we met, five years ago," Andrew took his hand. "Yes. Come on" 

The sun shimmered through the brushwood as they sat under the shade of the great tree. The same one 
Nikki sat under five years ago. Nikki was dumbfounded. He looked at Andrew, his eyes a mist of faceted 
emeralds glinting in the light. 

"Can't believe it," he wiped a tear. "Shit. Dude, | don't do romance. You know that." 

"What | know, dude, is that you're full of shit" 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Uh huh," Andrew retrieved a bottle from his bag. 

"Brandy?" 

"You remember." 

"How could | forget," Nikki said wistfully. "It was one of the loneliest days of my life. Then you swept in like a 
dark angel from a gothic novel with your brandy and your stories. You fucking snatched me out of the jaws of 


death. That's what it felt like." 


"Come to Germany," Andrew murmured. "Meet my cat. He's a trip." 


"Chekhov?" Nikki smiled. "Sure. It's about time | met your familiar." 

Andrew cupped Nikki's chin and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his lips. 

Something stirred in the glade. Their eyes swept over the clearing until they saw a stag looking right at them. 
It had great antlers and a coat of iridescent gold. The stag's eyes pierced their gaze and appeared to give them 


a nod, before bearing down to graze on the downy pasture. It was the summer god. The horned god of the 


glen. 


~ The End ~ 


